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POETINIS DRUSKININKU RUDUO 2005
Sudarytojo Zodis

Siais metais baigiame su stichijomis susijusiy keturiy festivaliy cikla, §j ketvirtaji
skirdami Zemei. Tad konferencijos tema: ,Poezija ir stichijos: zemé“. Zemé stichijy
kontekste pirmiausia suprantama kaip inertiSka materija, apCiuopiamas gyvyjy ir
negyvyjy objekty pasaulis. Tekstas misy vaizduotéje i$ patirties dirvozemio prikelia
daiktus ir jy santykius taip, kaip saulé pavasarj kelia Zelmenis. Kiek poezijai svarbi $i
daiktiSkoji dirvos materija? Literatiirinés srovés iSsenka, mados praeina, pasimirsta ore
tvyroje sutartiniai jsivaizdavimai. Véliau tyrinétojai hipotetiSkai svarsto, kokie syvai
maitino vieng ar kitg stiliy, kokiomis reikSmémis dalindavosi praeities ar tolimesniy
kultiiry kiir¢jai ir suvokéjai. TaCiau skaitytojui gyva yra tik tai, kg poezija pajégia prikelti
jo vaizduotéje. Ar tie naujieji Zelmenys — visai, ar tik Siek tiek kas kita? Kas kg ir kaip ten
kelia, o turbiit i tiesy kelia, jei poezija kuriama ir skaitoma jau maziausiai keturis
tukstantmecius? Turbiit neiSvengsime kalbos ir apie zemés semantikg poezijoje. Nors
jeigu pradétume svarstyti jos pokycius erdveje ir laike, neuztekty ir viso PDR laiko. Man
regis, zem¢ labiau uz kitas stichijas susijusi su tuo, ka vadiname mentalitetu ar
pasauléjauta. Zinoma, galima apie Zeme kalbéti tradiciskai — ir kaip apie ,,motule*, visko,
kas gyva, gimdytoja, ir kaip apie teritorija, kurig uzima (dabar jau tiksliau biity sakyti —
uzimdavo) kalba — poezijos materija, taigi tam tikra prasme irgi — zemé. Kiekvienas
pozitris sveikintinas, jei tik padeda mums naujai i§vysti daiktus.

PDR svecias — skulptiiros menas. Skulptiira néra vien tik daiktas, ji — labiau save
reiSkiantis Zodis, lygiai kaip ir poetinis jvykstantis milsy vaizduotése.

Festival] pradésime trijy JAV poeciy Patricijos Goodrich, Rebeccos Seiferle ir
J.C.Todd poezijos skaitymais Amerikos centre, Vilniuje. Kita diena RaSytojy klube vyks
susitikimas su vokieCiy poetu Marcel Beyer ir tradicinis jaunyjy poezijos vakaras.
Druskininky ir Vilniaus programa keisis nedaug — vyks visi tradiciniai renginiai: du
poezijos vakarai, per metus iSéjusiy knygy pristatymas, kameriniai ir naktiniai skaitymai,
uzsienio svec€iy kiirybos pristatymas Vilniuje ir vakaras UZupio kaving¢je. Penktadienio
naktiniai skaitymai ,,Vieno eiléras¢io naktis“ vyks ,,Sirdeléje”. Juos pradés Vladimiras
Tarasovas, skaitysiantis savo draugy poezija. Kiekvienas dalyvis privalo turéti po vieng
neilga eilérastj, nes gali biiti pakviestas skaityti be atskiro jspéjimo. Sestadienio ryta
naujoje ,,Dainavos® pirtyje bus vaidinama misterija ,,Ugnies, vandens, oro ir Zemeés
gincas®.

Numatomi tokie anoniminiai konkursai: vieno eiléras¢io; daiktiSkiausio
eilérascio; ir nerimtasis: traSiausio eilérascio.

O kaip Sio almanacho sudarytojas tegaliu padékoti visiems autoriams vertéjams,
redaktoriams ir, zinoma, réméjams.

K.P.
DRUSKININKAI POETIC FALL 2005

EDITOR’S NOTE



This year we conclude our cycle of four festivals focusing on the elements, dedicating
this fourth to earth. Thus the theme of this year’s conference is “Poetry and the
Elements: Earth.” Earth, in the context of the elements, is first understood to be inert
matter, the tangible world of living and non-living objects. The text in our depiction,
from our experiences with arable soil, lifts things and their inter-relationships the way the
sun in spring resurrects the green shoots. How important is this tangible fallow matter to
poetry? Literary currents dry up, fashions pass, conventional imagination that bristled in
the air lies forgotten. Later, researchers consider hypothetically which vital juices
nourished which style, which meanings were shared by writers and by their adepts of past
or distant cultures. But for the reader, what lives is what poetry manages to lift into his or
her imagination. Are they completely new shoots or only something a little bit different?
What is lifted and how is it lifted; for surely it is lifted, since poetry has been written and
read for at least four thousand years. No doubt we will also not avoid discussions of the
semantics of earth in poetry. Though if we begin to consider its changes in space and
time, all of DPF would not suffice. It seems to me that earth, more than the other
elements, is connected to that which we call mentality our worldview. Of course, we can
talk about earth in traditional ways — as the “mother” of all that is alive, as the birth giver,
and as the territory which is occupied (now it is more accurate to say “was occupied”) by
language — the material of poetry, which in a real sense is also earth. Each point of view
is welcome so long as it helps us better understand these things.

Our guest at PDR this year is the eARTh of sculpture. Sculpture is not only a
thing; it is also a word with its own sensibility, exactly like the poetic taking place in our
imagination.

The festival will begin with readings in the American Center in Vilnius by three
American women poets, Patricia Goodrich, Rebecca Seiferle, and J.C. Todd. The
following day, in the Writers’ Club, will be a meeting with German poet Marcel Beyer as
well as the traditional evening of poetry by younger writers. The programs in
Druskininkai and in Vilnius will be relatively unchanged — all the traditional events will
take place: two poetry evenings, the presentation of books published during the year,
chamber and night readings, the presentation of work by guests from abroad in Vilnius,
and the evening in the Uzupis Café. Friday night’s readings, “The Night of the Single
Poem,” will take place in Sirdelé. They will begin with Vladimiras Tarasovas reading his
friends’ poems. Each participant will be expected to have one shorter poem, because
anyone can be called upon to read without any prior warning. Saturday morning in the
new Dainava sauna, the mystery “The Argument of Fire, Water, Air, and Earth” will be
performed.

The following anonymous competitions will be held: a single poem; the most
material poem; and, the humorous: the most fertilizing poem.

Finally, as editor of this anthology, I wish to thank warmly all of our authors,
translators, editors, and, of course, our sponsors.

K. P.
Translated by Jonas Zdanys



Jonas Jackevicius
(Lietuva)

Jonas Anupras JackeviCius. Gime¢ 1937 m. Poetas, zurnalistas, dailininkas. 1960 m. baigé
Vilniaus universiteto Istorijos-filologijos fakulteta, lietuviy kalbg ir literatirg. 1964-1984
m. — Lietuvos televizijos reporteris, scenaristas, laidy vedéjas, redaktorius. Nuo 1984 m.
spausdino savo poezija periodiniuose leidiniuose, rengé savo tapybos parodas, iSleido
penkis poezijos rinkinius.

IS RAUDONOSIOS JUROS KRONIKU
Kelioné naktj

Mane lydéjo j dykuma
Ambasadorius i$ praeities —
Veidas buvo juodas

Akys — gelsvai zalios

Atrodé — viskas iSmokta —
Net nugaléti tamsg —
Zvaigzdés degeé Zemai —

Buvau anapusinis

Visai toks apytikris

Toli liko Zavi praeitis —
Slény grojo — ir Soko baletg
Gére vyna ir painiojo moteris
O vidurnaktj mane pazadino
Ambasadorius i§ praeities —
Dienos ir nakties valdovas

(Neteko ilgai sapnuoti —
Viskas, kas suvaidinta —
Yra namy kino pavidalai)

Visi garbino nuodéme
Akys skaiciais pavirto

IS Zemés spindédamos dygo
Kvadratinés gélés

Puotavo vabzdziai Gisuoti
Kirminai ir Siaip zemés gyventojai
Tuo metu vieno ruso eilérasty
Buvo pagerbtas echinokokas



Smalsuoliai tai buvo skaitg
Zinia — neZinia — ar suprato —
Nieks netur¢jo Sesélio —

Joks medis Zolé — vienodai —
Smeélis Zemée vanduo oras eteris
Cikada Ziogas ar skruzdé
vabalas lapy grauzikas

Ir pyplys vezimélyje kiurkiantis

Bet vis vien skaudéjo kriiting
Svytéjo daiktai dangaus veidrody —
Stovéjau krante —

Pries tiikstant] mety

Pries tiikstancius mety

Ir tiktai i§ akmens —

Zmonés Zveérys kurpiai sidabras
Ir auksas ropliai ir vabzdziai
Plésrunai dievy apvaisinti
Motery jsCiose —

Viskas

Tiktai i§ akmens

Ir tada pajutau —

Kritingje snaudzia

Akmeninis plésriinas

Jonas Jackevicius
(Lithuania)

Jonas Anupras Jackevic¢ius. Born in 1937. Poet, journalist, painter. In 1960 graduated
from Vilnius University, faculty of history and philology, where he studied Lithuanian
language and literature. 1964-84 worked for national television as a reporter, scriptwriter,
presenter, and editor. Since 1984 his poems have been published in periodicals.
Jackevicius has also organized a few exhibitions of his paintings, and published five
poetry collections.

FROM THE RED SEA CHRONICLES

A Trip at Night

I was accompanied into the desert
By an ambassador from the past —
His face was black

His eyes — yellowish green

It seemed — we had learned everything —



Even to triumph over darkness —
The stars burned down below —

I was from the other world

Not so distant

The charming past remained far behind —

Someone played music in the valley — danced ballet
Drank wine and dazzled women

And at midnight I was woken up

By the ambassador from the past —

The lord of day and night

(I didn’t get to dream for long —
Everything that’s performed —
Only shapes in a home movie)

Everybody worshiped sin

Eyes turned into numbers

Shining square flowers

Sprang from the ground

Bugs with whiskers made merry

Worms and other inhabitants of the earth
At that time in a poem by a Russian

A tribute was paid to an echinococcus

The curious had read this

Certainly — uncertainly — they understood —
Nobody had a shadow —

No tree grass — neither —

Sand earth water air ether

A cicada grasshopper or ant

A leaf-gnawing beetle

And a toddler whimpering in a stroller

My chest was hurting anyway
Things shined in the mirror of the sky —
I stood on the shore —
Thousands of years ago

Made only of stone —

People beasts cobblers silver
And gold reptiles and insects
Predators impregnated by gods
In women’s wombs —
Everything

Made only of stone

And then I felt —



A stone predator
Drowsing in my chest

Atvaizdas

Ji liko paveikslo rémuose
KaZkuriam galvos kambary
Tokia tai buvo istorija — —
Ji buvo trikampé¢, o akys —
Jos akys — du veidrodéliai —
Juose Smézavo daiktai

Ir oro pavidalai — —

Melas — apytiesé

Sviesa — apytamsé

Niekas — apyniekis

Mirtis — beveik gyvastis

Isispraudes ] kampag

AS bijojau pranykti

Ir po langu nukrito
Trikampis burtas

Tuo metu slinko ugnis —
Zérinti nuo piramidziy

Ir vaizdas spind¢jo aky
ISluptoj 18 veidrodzio stiklo

Taip ji liko veidrodzio rémuose
Kazkuriam mirties kambary

Ir oru plaukeé akis

ISlupta is stiklo pavirSiaus
Létai grimzdo i smelj
Trikampis likimo atvaizdas

Ir krito Sviesa

IS skliauto — atgal

I Zeme

The Image

She remained in the frame of a picture
In one of the rooms of the head
Such was the story ——
She was triangular and the eyes —
Her eyes — two mirrors —
Things glimpsed in them
And images of air — —



A lie — straightlike

The light — darklike

Nothing — nothinglike

Death — almost like life
Squeezed into the corner
I was afraid of disappearing
And a triangular juju
Fell under the window
At the same time fire was glittering —
Gliding from the pyramids
And a sight shimmered in the eye
Pulled out from the glass of the mirror

Like this she remained somewhere in the frame of the mirror
In one of death’s rooms
And the eye pulled out from the mirror’s surface
Floated in the air
The triangular image of fate
Was slowly sinking into the sand
And the light fell
From the vault — back
To the ground

Rytu paradoksas

Paknopstom paknopstom

Tik draskydamas zeme

Suspésiu

Ir tiktai paknopstom paknopstom
Vydamas laika

Suspésiu —

Mane perspg¢jo prie Asuano
Nubis pajuodes —

Dykumos saul¢j iSnyksta

Laiko pavidalai —

Pries tukstancius mety

Uzsivilko skafandra

Saulés dispeceris —

Karstis iSdegina galva — smegenis plaukus
Tada sausos Zolés iSdygsta
Vietoj plauky

Ir tada paknopstom paknopstom
Girtas lietuvis degina zole

O tada

Saulés dispeceris



Visatos valdovas

Skuta galva plikai

Ir Zinia —

Paknopstom paknopstom
Tik draskydamas zeme
Suspésiu...

The Paradox of the East

Headlong headlong

Only tearing the ground

I’1l make it

And only headlong headlong
Driving time

I’1l make it —

I was warned near Aswan
By a dusky Nubian —
Images of time disappear

In the sun of the desert —
Thousands of years ago

The dispatcher of the sun
Put on a diving-suit —

The heat scorches the head — brains hair
Then dry grasses spring up
Instead of the hair

And then headlong headlong
A drunk Lithuanian burns the grass
And then —

The dispatcher of the sun
Shaves his head

And the message —
Headlong headlong

Only tearing the ground

I’1l make it

Tyla. D-moll

Re ir Ra ir smélis
UZpusto jo veida
Beduinas nemoka skaityti
Bet girdi garsus

Ten kur spengia tyla
Spengia i§ dykumos



Spengia taip sniegas ir ledas
Spengia Saltis

Ir spengia véjas ugninis
I§ jiiros ir smélio

Taip spengia

Kai

Vienas i§ daugelio
Mirstanciy savo tévynéje
Sapnuoja dykyne —
Dievas Ra

Panaikina atmintj —
Liepia sugrjzti | Zeme

Silence. D-moll

Re and Ra and the sand
Blanket his face

A Bedouin cannot read

But he hears sounds

Where silence is ringing

It rings from the desert

Snow and ice ring like this
The cold rings

And the fiery wind is ringing
From the sea and sand

Yes ringing

When

One of the many

Who die in their homeland

Is dreaming of a barren land —
God Ra

Effaces annuls memory —
And commands the return to Earth

Mirties muzika

Sauliy pavésyje

Pilnais oro plauciais —

Pilnom burnom oro —

Plauciai — tarytum vargonai

Burnos — tarytum Svilpynés

Dieng — aukstai — liepsnojantis Dievas
Naktj — ménuo i$ plieno



Balti vaikeliai — kaip akmen¢liai

Kaip byrancios smelio smiltelés
(Beduinés nenorimg kudikj - mergaite
dykumoje iSmeta ] smélio duobe)
V¢jo regéjimas — tai oro muzika
Tylos paveikslui

O plauciai — tarytum vargonai

O burnos — tarytum Svilpynés

Ir viskas ir viskas — tik garso Ses¢lis
Artéjantis 1§ dykumos

The Music of Death

In the shade of suns

With lungs full of air —

With mouths full of air —

The lungs — like organs

The mouths — like whistles

At daytime — high up — a burning God

At night — a moon of steel

White babies — like pebbles

Like pouring grains of sand

(Bedouin women throw their newborn daughters
into a hole in the desert sand)

The sight of the wind is the music of the air
For the picture of silence

And the lungs — like organs

And the mouths — like whistles

And all and everything is but a sound’s shadow
Approaching from the desert

Zyniy palaiminimas

Imkit i$ dangaus raide
Imkit 1§ zodzio zvaigzde
I8 zvaigzdés zodj

I8 raidés dangy

Zyniy pasventinta

Véjo dykuma

Smélio véja



Zodziy hieroglifus
Jums — tas mirazas —
Laivas plaukiantis

IS amzZinybés

The Blessing of the Magi

Take a letter from the sky
Take a star from a word
A word from a star

The sky from a letter

The desert of the wind
Blessed by the seers

The wind of sand

The hieroglyphs of words
For you — this mirage —
A ship sailing

From eternity

Verté Judita Gliauberzonaite ir Kerry Shawn Keys

Marcel Beyer
(Germany)

Marcel Beyer (b. 1965), poet, novelist, essayist, translator, has published three novels,
two collections of poems, one of essays. He has received several significant awards. He
lives in Dresden.

Kitt

Ich atme Spiritus, ich atme Chlor, ich atme
Wand- und Dielenfidule in der Kammer,
ich atme Feuerholz, obwohl es keinen Ofen

gibt, ich will nur rasch zusammenkehren. Ich
bin die Handorgelbegleitung, ich klemme
irgendwo in einem Volkslied fest, Gerbsdure

atme ich und Schwamm und Leder, ich hore,
etwas atmet mit. Ich atme aus dem Fenster,
in die Luft, ich atme schnell, ich pfeife nicht,



aber die Amsel hat mich langst erblickt. Gleich
offnet sie den Schnabel, nimmt mich in
ihr Ritornell, wer atmet dann noch Stroh und

Styropor und Trachtenjacke, und wer atmet Sprit.

Marcel Beyer
(Vokietija)

Marcel Beyer (g. 1965 m.), poetas, prozininkas, eseistas, vert¢jas, iSleido tris romanus, du
poezijos ir vieng esé rinkinj, uz kuriuos pelné¢ keleta reikSmingy apdovanojimy. Siuo
metu gyvena Drezdene.

Glaistas

Alsuoju spiritu, chloru alsuoju, kambary
alsuoju sieny ir grindy trinésiais,
alsuoju malkomis, nors krosnies Cia néra,

tik greitai dar paSluosiu. Armonikai
a$ antrinu, a$ liaudies dainoje
esu kazkur jstriges, as alsuoju

uzraugtos odos riigStimi ir kempe,
girdziu, kazkas drauge alsuoja. AS pro langa
laukan alsuoju, paskubom, nesvilpiniuoju,

bet strazdas jau seniai mane pamates. Tuoj
pravers jis snapa, savo ritornelén
isiurbs mane, ir kas tada Siaudais,

putoplastu ir tautine palaidine alsuos, kas benzinu alsuos.

Hotel Kaliningrad

Na komm. Im Nachbarbett verhaken sich die Finger,
die Wand ist Packpapier, im Dunkeln rieche
ich nach Fisch. Die Tiir war offen, angelehnt, als

ich den langen Flur herunterkam. Nun komm, komm
schneller. Sie lachten nicht, ich dachte immer,
dal} sie lachen, wenn sie im Nachbarzimmer sich



betrachten. Das Bett, die Wische ist so grob gemustert,
ich kann darin den nackten Ful} nur schwer
erkennen. Na komm, nicht schlafen, nicht ermiiden,

steh. Lang kann es nicht mehr dauern, die Hand ist warm,
das Muster grob, das Fenster Zellophan. Es dauert
nicht mehr lang, dann schiebt der Tabakhdndler seinen

Ring der dunklen Nachtgenossin auf den kleinen Zeh.

»Kaliningrado* vieSbutis

Na, eiks. Kaimyny guolyje susikabina pirstai, siena vyniojamojo popieriaus, tamsoj
kvepiu
zuvim. Atidarytos buvo, tik privertos durys,

kai artinaus koridorium. Eiks, eiks,
greiiau. Jiedu nesijuoke, as visados maniau, kad
jiedu juokias, gretimam kambaryje apzitirinédami

kits kitg. Guolis, patalyné tokiu stambiu
raStu iSmarginti, kad nuoga péda vos

v —

dar. Ilgai jau nebetruks, ranka Silta, o raStai stambis,
o langas — celofanas. Ilgai netrunka, o paskui
tabako pardavéjas Sios nakties tamsiai drauguzei

ant kojos mazojo pirstelio zieda mauna.

FUNKY SABBATH

Hier wird in Cinemascope gewunken, ganz langsam
wischen Hénde durch die Luft, hier wird gewunken
wie nichts Gutes, bis du miide bist, breit und auf lange

Sicht. Zwischen den Fingern weiler Himmel, der alte
Halbwaise vor dem Hotel schwenkt samstags seine

Lederhand, da ging ein Seelenmann verloren, kein

Brausepulver, bitte, keine Tricks, wer diese Stadt



verldfit, weill man, kommt nie wieder zuriick. Haut,
Lederhaut, bloB3 keine Kiimmergeste, langsam, und

nicht verzucken, bis die Winkehand hinter der nidchsten
Tram verschwunden ist. Wen sucht die Tram? Sie
sucht nach ihrem Bruder. Im Fahrerstand Tapetenbahnen,

helles Ziegelimitat, kein Abschied, kein Gebéck, dann
Gegenlicht. Du weilit die Linie noch, ich weif} die Stunde.

II

Hier siehst du: kein Gebéck. Plakate. Am Stra3enrand
wird Schnee geschippt, wird Eis zerstofen. Fiir heute
abend ist ein FUNKY SABBATH angesagt, das klingt

nach Dunkeleisen, Anorakverbot und Nierencheck. Unter
dem Leninmal drei Jungs in Plastikjacken, langsame
Kopfe, kalte Lippen, und wenn sie sprechen, siehst du

keine Zdahne. Wer redet hier von Nasenscheidewénden,
die Pattextiiten gehen ans Gebif3. Das Standbild zeigt
sich mOowenfrei, der rechte Unterarm wie immer in der

Lebergegend, dazu ein Blick, als hétte die GroBvaterfaust
ein Glas zerdriickt. Keine Musik. Meine langsamen Hénde.
I

Ich stehe da zur Lungerstunde, am spiaten Nachmittag

die Sonne auf Kaliningrad. MEI HEIMATLAND, MEI
WOLGALAND, hier lernst du fix, was FUNKY ganz

genau bedeutet, mit dem Akkordeon direkt in deine

Fresse. Kein Wimpernschlag, und kein Gesang. Kein
Bruder des verdiinnten Blutes. Halbwaisenhédnde winken
dich vom Platz, DIE SCHNUFFELKINDER WUNSCHEN EINE

GUTE REISE. Langsame Augen, schwere Winterblésse.

Funky Sabbath



Cia mojama sinemaskopiskai, i§ 1éto
rankos Siliruoja org, mojama ¢ia taip, lyg nieko
gero, kol visai pavargsi, mojama placiai,

ilgam. BlySkus dangus tarp pirsty, ¢ia SeStadieniais
pusiau naslaitis senis odos protezu mosuoja
prie viesbucio, Sirdazmogis ¢ia zuvo, tik jau

praSyc€iau, kam tas limonadas, kam tie triukai, kas
palieka Sitg miesta, kaip Zinia, negrjzta niekad. Oda,
protezo oda, kam tie skurdiis gestai, vis i§ 1éto,

be triik¢iojimy, kol mojanti ranka pradings uz artimiausio
tramvajaus. Ko tramvajus iesko? Jis
iesko savo brolio. Vairuotojo kabinoje apmusalai,

geltona plyty imitacija, be atsisveikinimo, be sausainiy, tik
Sviesa i$ priekio. Linijg tu atmeni, a§ valandg menu.

1T

Matai: ¢ia nér sausainiy. Tik plakatai. Gatvés pakrasty
kasamas sniegas, dauzomi ledai. Sjvakar
skelbiamas FUNKY SABBATH, tai dvelkia

tamsia gelezimi, megztiniy draudimu ir inksty patikra.
Plastiko striukémis prie Lenino paminklo trys vaikinai - létos galvos, Saltos liipos, jiems
prakalbus

danty nepamatysi. Kas apie nosies pertvaras ¢ia kalba,
patekso tutos prilipusios prie danteny. Paminklas

nenutiiptas zuvédry, desiné kaip visados

ties kepenim, o zvilgsnis toks, tartum ka tik stikling biity
senolio kumstis traiSkes. Nér muzikos. Tik mano létos rankos.

101
Stai stoviu a§ vélyva popiete, kai metas dykinéti,
saulé virSum Kaliningrado. AK, TEVYNE,

PAVOLGIO ZEME, ¢ia tu greit suprasi, kg 1§ tikro

reiSkia FUNKY, akordeonu tau tiesiai



] marmuze. Ir né nemirkteléjus, be jokiy dainy. Ne
brolis, nors ir skiesto kraujo. Ir pusiau naslaic¢io rankos

tave i$ aikStés moja, ir ,,SMALSUCIU* FIRMA LINKI GERO
KELIO. Létos akys, blySkuma ziemos slogi.
Narva, taghell

Die Sprachen sind mir fremd, als wiirde
ich Pantoffeln tragen: aber ich

bin da. Kunstfaser, Pelzbesatz und
Einlegsohlen: alle Dinge sind mir nah.

Narva, Sviesu lyg diena

Kalbos man tokios svetimos, lyg
avéciau Slepetém: taciau

a$ Cia. Dirbtinis pluostas, kailio apsiuvai,
kei¢iami vidpadziai: vis artimi daiktai.

Keine Musik

Im Groben kommt die Sprache aus
der Nase, der Ton im Zimmer auf
und ab, doch ich bin anderswo. Am

Armel suchen meine Finger nach
der durchgewetzten Stelle, ich
stecke da in einem fremden Reim ...

Be muzikos

Stambiom apybraiZom kalba i§ nosies
randas, garsai po kambarj
pirmyn atgal, bet a$ kitur. Rankovéj

pirstai ieSko pradévétos
vietelés, ten a$ svetimam
rime kazkur jstriges...



Schnee

Meinst du am Ende die Mowen, die Stiefel nachts
auf der Mole, nachts in den Schnee? Triest oder
Turku, Turku, Triest — wo sind die Flocken, wo
die Figuren, unsere Sohlen, was treten sie fest?

Meinst du den Lichtschein am Rand, die Tiefe,
meinst du den Blick, die offene See? Kein
Schnee, Schnee, Kot, Kaugummi, Eis, und
kein Schnee — Schneefall ist alles, was ich noch
weil3, blau sind die Hiande, blau ist der Rest.

Sniegas

Ar apie zuvédras galiausiai kalbi, apie batus

naktj ant molo, naktj per sniega? Triestas ar
Turku, Turku, Triestas — kurgi tos snaiges, kur

tos figliros, puspadziai misy, kg jie dabar trempia?

Ar apie paribio $viesa, ar apie gelme,

ar apie zvilgsnj kalbi, apie atvirg jiirg? Sniego
néra, sniego, sniego, purvai, kramtomoji guma,
ledas, bet sniego néra — sniegas tai viskas, ka
dar menu, pamélusios rankos ir viskas pamele.

IS vokieciy kalbos verté¢ Antanas Gailius

Anneke BRASSINGA
(The Netherlands)

Anneke Brassinga (b. 1948), poet, translator, studied translation at Amsterdam University
and has worked as a freelance poet and translator since 1972. She published seven
collections of poetry and was awarded with many prizes. She has written prose and
translated books by V.Nabokov, O. Wilde, S. Plath, [.Melville, D.Diderot, J.-J.Rousseau,
and S. Beckett.

L’air du temps

Hoe vreemd ontheemd dit roze wolkje,
aan te hoge horizon gestrand als een verloren hart.



Niet de mensen zijn der dagen
glorie en schuim, maar wat ten prooi rakt, drijven leert
op ondoorgrond getijde, gehavend en wel.

Ik die bezinksel verzamel langs de beek,
wat breng ik in tegen zijn duizend stemmen
en één? “Een cloaca van twijfel en dwaling.”

Nee, dan de zekerheid van de zwerver
die een vreugdevuur stookt in de regen,
zich warmstampt in een rode wolk van rook.

Anneke BRASSINGA
(Nyderlandai)

Anneke Brassinga (g. 1948), poete, vertéja, Amsterdamo universitete studijavo vertima.
Nuo 1972 mety yra laisva poeté ir vertéja. Ji iSleido septynias poezijos knygas, yra
apdovanota daugybe premijy. Siais metais leidykla De Bezige bij i§leido jos poezijos
rinkting Wachtwoorden (,,Laukimo Zodziai*). Yra rasiusi ir prozos, vertusi V.Nabokova,
O. Wilde’a, S. Plath, I.Melville’j, D.Diderot, J.-J.Rousseau, S. Becketta.

L’air du temps

Koksai keistai benamis §is rausvas debesélis,

prie auksto horizonto priplaktas lyg pasiklydusi Sirdis.

Ne zmonés yra dieny

garbé ir putos, o tas, kas, paglemztas bangos, iSmoksta pliduriuoti
atosliigiy ir potvyniy neSiojamas, aplamdytas ir sveikas.

O a8, palei upelj rankiojanti nuolauzas,
ka dar pridésiu prie jo tiikstancio ir vieno
balso? “Dvejoniy ir klystkeliy kloaka.”

Ne, jau verciau pasitikejima klajiino,

per liety dziaugsmo lauza kurian¢io, méginancio
susilti ir trypiancio raudonam diimy debesy.

Liefde

Tantalisch houd je me handenvol
zoetsappige druiven voor



die ‘k vlugger eet dan ooit trossen rijpen;
met lege handen sta ik steeds —
als was er, voor het grijpen, geen overdaad geweest.

Meilé

Kaip Tantalui laikai man delnuos atkiSes

saldzias sultingas vynuoges,

kurias a$ grei¢iau suvalgau, nei kekés prinokti spéja;

visglaik stoviu rankom tu$¢iom,
lyg pertekliaus niekados né nebuve.

Kasteelroman

Het ravijn klimt op
langs de rossige lokken

Van rottende varens.
Waar is de meidoorn

in maart? Ik brand
een kars in de toren

bij avond, mijn haren
tot stekels geknot:

verlok geen minaar
de stroom te doorwaden

tussen Liefjesvoorde
en Rozenbron. Niemand

moroser dan Repelsteel
met goud om te spinnen

uit strohalmgedachten,
ladders van wachten.
Pilies romanas

Tarpeklis kopia aukstyn
pro rausvas ir apvytusias



paparciy garbanas.
Kovo ménesj kur

baltoji gudobele?
Zvake bokste degu

vakare, lyg erSkécio dyglius
atstaciusi suriStus plaukus:

nevilioju meiluzio
bristi per upg

tarp Meilés brastos ir
Roziy saltinio.
Nieko nykesnio

uz Lino Sukas auksines

laukimo kopécioms nerti
i§ plauSo minciy.

Luchtpost

Hoe wijder de ogen geopend hoe dichter
versluierd dit gloednieuw welluitende
uitzicht waar ik als op schapenvacht sta.

Het is of hier kinderen zingen, verheugd
om de pijn van de slacht. Achter de mist

woedt gestage brand, een god wet zijn mes
aan kwelende kelen. Vergeet je mij, dan
suist de hartsvanger, angel van de dood.

Oro pastas

Juo placiau akys atvertos, juo tankesnis

Sydas gaubia §j naujutélait], maloniai skambantj
reginj, kur a$ lyg ant avikailio stoviu.

Atrodo, lyg vaikai ¢ia dainuoty,
skerdyniy kancios pralinksminti. Uz riiko sienos



nesiliauja siautejes gaisras, kazkoks dievas peilj galanda
1 gerkles gargaliuojancias. Jeigu uzmirsi mane,
suSvilps medziotojo peilis, mirtj neSantis angelas.

Halverwege

En altijd was het hondeweer.
Soms daalde poedersneeuw

uit de zilveren suikerschep

van mijn moeder — geen regen —
dan striemde neer bij handenvol
mijn vaders pekelzout, gesel

op de weg tussen horizon en horizon —
woestijn, kortom — geen regen.
Hoog en droog op hun wolk, daar
bereiden zij het feestmaal

voor als ik eindelijk boven kom
opgetogen door hun zegen.

Pusiaukeléj

ir vis tie Suniski orai.

Kartais cukraus pudra

pabirdavo i8 sidabrinio

motinos Saukstelio — vis ne lietus —
o kartais tévo druska,

zirdavo saujom, rimbas kelyje
nuo horizonto ligi horizonto —
tyrai, zodziu — vis ne lietus.
Aukstai, sausai ant savo debesies
jie jsitais¢ puotg rengia,

kai a$ galiausiai uzkopiu virSun
Jju laiminimy traukiama.

Envoi

Ik wil u aan mijn voeten leggen.
Knielende kameel

met zachte mond uw droefenis
besnuffelend —

kom berg u in mijn zand.



Des werelds wildernis wil ik
verzoenen, lippen drenkende
kameel vol bulten zijn,

wonden en builen dragend

van de reis door brem en kuilen.

Reikt het tot zwerk, dit zacht oog
dat sap weent van dorst?

Rijst er een horizon als ik u
mijzelf reik, versmachtend?

Fata morgana, dorst naar ons.

Envoi

Tave pasiguldysiu sau prie kojy.
Kliipas kupranugaris

Svelniom liipom uostinéjas

tavaji lidesj —

eiks, slépkis mano smely.

Tau uz pasaulio dykras

atsiteisiu, busiu

kupranugaris, lipas vilgas,
gumbuotas ir zaizdotas nuo kelionés
per duburius ir prozirniy brizgynus.

Ar dar pakils i dangy akys,

syvais verkiancios i§ troskulio?
Ar stosis horizontas, kai geibdama
save tau atiduosiu?

Fata morgana, buk miisy iStroskus.

“Ik droomde, het was de waarheid”

...dat hartstocht consumeren was,
de koopjesjacht. Wanhopend aan mijn wilskracht
viel ik in slaap, ‘t was dag. De kamer

die van stilte suisde wrong zich op slag
in een krakend tumult, begon te bulderen en sprong
als grote houten hellepaarden razend

in het rond. Opdat verdoezeld niet zal raken
dat lust met harde hand regeert. Ben je al wakend



rusteloos op zoek naar rust en almaar in touw

om schutting en verankering, ay heel de bouw
te hoeden tegen stormen van het verwoestende gemoed
- blijkt zelfs in droom er geen bevroeden meer

hoe wilde dieren waren lief en loom, verzadigd.
Vrees niet. De hartstocht zal weer jagen gaan,
in het bange hart de weerhaak slaan totdat

als dood konijn ‘t in alle rust verbloeden mag.

sSapnavau, kad i$ tikryjy*

... aistra yra vartojimas,
iSpardavimy medzioklé. Nusivylus
valios jéga, a§ uzmigau vidur dienos. Ir kambarys,

net spenges nuo tylos, iimai tik subildéjo, sudundé¢jo,
sugriaud¢jo ir Suoliais leidosi ratu,
mediniais didziuliais pragaro zirgais

pavirtgs. Mat nuslépta neturi biiti,
kad geismas valdo plienine ranka. Kai biidraudama
be atvangos vis ieSkai atvangos, vis riipinies

tvorom ir atramom, ai, vis mégini
apsaugot statinj nuo siautulingos sielos viesuly,
— regis, net sapnuose suvokti negali,

kad plésriis zvérys pasisoting aptingsta
ir meiltis daros. Nebijok. Aistra vél trauks medzioklén,

vél baugia Sird] varstys strélémis, kol ji

lyg triusis tykiai nukraujavus atvangg suras.

Minieme sonatine voor Gerrit Kouwenaar

eerste beweging: grondzeeén en windveren
phaéton neemt een aanloop over de bonkige kleiakker
stijgt aangedreven door vijf solexen op



uit de duinen zijn intussen al die bloesemblanke
zwammen weggewaaid: het lot van metaforen
tegenover ostinato van zowel het huilen als de lust

1s dit muziek, is hier een werk verricht of
houdt iemand bij hoe ik leegbloed, hoe de pols klinkt
terwijl de geopende ader beeldschoon stroomt

in het aardse holt men trappen op en af
de ene averechts de andere meanderend, beidend
een verdaagde samenkomst: van fuga eind

zijn wij die ongerepten aan wie zich glansrijk
een festijn voltrok? wat opvliegt zweet peentjes en toch:
ik houd erom niet minder van je, zegt hij

Mini sonatina Gerritui Kouwenaarui

pirmasis judesys: suSiauStos bangos ir plunksniniai debesys
fajetonas, jsibégéjes per grumstuota molio lauka
kyla, traukiamas penkiy mopedy ,,Solex‘

1§ kopy véjas tuo metu jau iSnesiojes
baltutélaites kerpes: metafory lemtis
akivaizdoj ir verksmo, ir smagybés ostinato

ar muzika tatai, ar darbas Sicia dirbamas, o gal
Cia stebi kas, kaip a$ pliistu kraujais, kaip tvinksi pulsas
o i§ atvertos gyslos daili srovelé teka

zemgje laiptai rausiami aukStyn zemyn
vieni | gelme statmenai, kiti vingiuoti, tikintis
Jju pavéluoto salycio: fugos finalo

gal mudu — nekaltieji, dél kuriy didinga

jvyko Sventé? Visa, kas nuo Zemés kyla, i§gastinga, o vis tiek
jis sako: dél to tave as$ ne maziau myliu

Kale berg

Jong leven is zoetgeurend — madelieven, weiden
en vanillevla. Het vaatwasapparaat van sentiment



wiegt kostbaar stukgoed, lauw gesopt.
Schoon werd het en zonder vergelijk veel later,

gezandstraald door tot storm versnelde tijd. “De dood
is het sublieme dat als enige binnen het bereik ligt

van allen.” Zolang je het waaien voelt ben je niet
weggemaaid. Hoe lang en zwaar het dwalen

naar de top: ook dat een soort van weerbericht.
In bloedige voorspoed wordt elders rap geoogst,

Mals lentegras voor de winter ingekuild.
Een zegen, op moede voeten voort te kunnen gaan

naar het land waar geen cotroenen bloeien
en de wind zal liggen als de liefste die je zocht.

Plikasis kalnas

Salsvas jaunos gyvybés kvapas — vien saulutés, pievos
ir vanilés pudingas. Sentimenty indy plovyklé

stipuoja brangia unikalyb¢ drungnam muily tirpale.
Svaru ir neprilygstama daros kur kas véliau,

viska smeliu nuSveitus viesulu jsibégéjusiam laikui. ,,Mirtis —
tai vienintel¢ didybé, prieinama kiekvienam.*

Kol dvelksma jauti, nesi dar
nusSienautas. Sunkus, klaidus ir ilgas

kopimas | virSuneg: tai irgi lyg ory prognoze.
Kitur po kruvino veséjimo sparciai ateina Sienapjite,

Svelni pavasariné zol¢ ver¢iama j silosg Ziemai.
Tikra palaima, kad gali pavargusiomis kojomis zengti

1 krasta, kur citrinmedziai nezydi,
o véjas zemén gula lyg ieSkotas mylimasis.

15 nyderlandy kalbos verté Antanas Gailius



Péters BRUVERIS
(Latvia)

Peters Bruveris, poet, translator, was born in 1957 in Stuopini, Riga district. He graduated
from the State Conservatory of Latvia in 1980, where he studied culture and art criticism.
His first book of poetry appeared in 1987 and was followed by six others. He writes verse
for children, texts of songs, librettos, and translates poetry from Lithuanian and
Turkoman languages. He was awarded with several important Latvian prizes and The
Award of the Baltic Assembly.

POST SCRIPTUM

Hermanim Margeram Majevskim

ar aizlizdamu balsi; nak tumSam sejam

laudis vakargt, par niedrém aizauguso upes lici

tris zelta spares tris, un saulriets

meéli noblazmo par ticgjusiem eglu galiem,-- -- cik klusu
tumsSam sejam laudis nak, ar kailam galvam, tukSam
kabatam un noskrandusam dranam, no ka pie ka? — nav
uzzinams, viss aizmirsies, viss melna smiltt

sasiicies, kops bauslu galdinos ir nodilusi Jega

un Saubu ziegelis ir skolotajam lipas

uz miZu Zimogojis ciet.

ka beru procesija

monotona gaita (vai tu vel

atceries tas dienasvidus spéles,

zem lazdu kriimiem slépjoties no svelmes

un zilam flautam ligojot

par dzidro avotaci?); m&ms pieskariens,

un nodun dzelmé skopa atbalss, bez vardiem, neatgiistami,-- --
par melnu nodeguli nodziest zelta spares, kres

saltu rasu vaigos nakts un nocikst

viras pamestaja maja,

kur aizlizdamu balsi vakarét

pie izkiipusa skala

Péters BRUVERIS
(Latvija)



P&ters Bruveris, poetas, vertéjas, gim¢ 1957 m. Rygos rajone Stuopiniy valsciuje. 1980
m. baigé Latvijos valstybinés konservatorijos Kultiiros ir menotyros fakultetg. Pirmieji
eilérasciai spaudoje pasirodé 1977 m. ISleisti jo eilérasciy rinkiniai: “Juodas strazdas,
raudonos vysnios” (Melnais strazds, sarkanie kirsi, 1987), “Gintaro kaukolés” (Dzintara
galvaskausi, 1991) “Sédéjau parke ant suoliuko” (Sedéju parka uz sola, 1994) “Sirdy
juodojo paukscio giizta” (Sirdi melnajam putnam lizda, 1995), “Gélés pralaiméjusiems!”
(Ziedi zaudetajiem!), “myli mane Dievas” (mil mani Dievs, 2000), “Kalbos peizazas”
(Valodas ainava, 2004). Taip pat raso vaiky poezija, libretus ir dainy tekstus teatro
spektakliams. Vercia poezijg 18 lietuviy kalbos ir i tiurky kalby. Jo poezija spausdinta
lietuviy, rusy, Svedy, angly ir kt. Europos kalbomis. Keleto svarbiausiy Latvijos
literatiiros premijy, taip pat Baltijos Asambléjos premijos laureatas. Cia skelbiami
eilérasciai 18 rinkiniy “myli mane Dievas” (“mil mani Dievs”) ir “Kalbos peizazas”
(“Valodas ainava”).

Post scriptum

Hermaniui Margeriui Majevskiui

ltztanciais balsais; eina tamsiaveidziai

zmonés vakaroti, vir§ nendrémis uzaugusio upés uzutekio
virpa aukso laumzirgiai trys, ir saulélydis

melsvai nusvinta patikliose egliy vir§iinése, — taip tyliai
tamsiaveidziai zmonés eina, plikom galvom, tus¢iom
kiSeném, nuplySusiom drapanom, i$ kieno pas ka? — nezinia
viskas pasimirso, viskas ] juodg smélj

susigére, nuo jstatymo lenteliy nusitryné Prasme

ir Abejonés antspaudas mokytojy liipas

uzspaudé amziams

tarsi laidotuviy procesija

monotoniSku zingsniu (ar vis dar

atsimeni tuos zaidimus vidurdieniais

po lazdyny kriimais nuo kaitros pasislépus

kai fleita mélyna virpéjo

vir§ zydro Saltinélio?); nebyliai prisilietus,

gelmeén nudunda Syksciai atsakymas be zodziy, negrjztamai, --
virs§ juodo nuodégulio blésta aukso laumzirgiai, purto

Salta rasa skruostuos naktis ir sugirgzda

vyriai apleistame name,

ten liZztanciais balsais vakaroti
prie rukstancios skalos



ECCE HOMO

Luk, kada cilvéka portrets, kurs jiitas ka piesiets
neredzama k&dg, jebsu vairs nevar ne kaukt,

ne gulét, ne sargat, ne riet, kurs ir

aizmirsis pat, ka ir cilveka labakais draugs.

Luk, vins bailigi dzivokla duravas paver:
lauka atkala, notekcaurulé monotoni guldz
izkusis sniegs, bet vinam arvienu saltak
ap to vietu, ko fizioterapeiti déve par sirdi.

Lik, vin$ piesardzigi Skérso pagalmu, gribédams aizmirst
gan dzims$anas dienu un datumu, gan dzimto

vietu, lik, vin$ saspiez delnas sniega piku

un bez kada redzama nolika ielidina pa

pasa atspulgu ritdienas spoguli:

sniega graudi izs€jas pelke virs siltumtrases;
masu médijos gaudo vilki, un Rilki

parlapo nodoklu inspektors. Bet nepildas kase.

Luk, vins paatrina soliti, s€cosu elpu

partipina par ielu, parlec pari

bérnudarza zodzinam, kur divi klases biedri

no smaragda vizoSa kaklina dzer vérsa asinis kari.

Luk, vins pacel acis pret kailu zaru,
kura janometas pirmajam strazdam,
tik vieglam ka saules staram,
tik viedam ka Ahtiramazdam.

Ecce homo (vietoje autoportreto)

Stai zmogus: kapliuoja burokus, vagoja bulves

Stai atitiesia nugarg — liepos virStingje gailiai

supasi uzkampio varna, lyg angelai balti plaukia debesys
1 galva ateina toks vokiskas eilérastukas

Abends, wenn ich schlafen geh’

Vierzehn Engel bei mir steh’

Vakaras dar toli, saulé zenite, nugara vario rudumo
karStas smélis degina pédas, maZos prakaito
srovelés kutendamos rieda Zemyn per pazastis



Stai, kaimyn¢ praeina pro tvorg su dalgiu ant peties

Stai jis padeda kaplj, §tai jam duria pasirdziuos

Stai jis nueina prie tvenkinio gluosnio Sesély
prigula aukStoje Zol¢je, uzmerkia akis

sukyla gerkléj kamuolys, piramidéj sujuda faraonas;

Stai, jis baisiai myléjo, $tai, jis tingiai kapliavo
burokus, $tai, rySkiai spindintis skalpelis sminga, Zilas
kranklys tarskina snapa, Stai mylimoji

su dalgiu ant peties Stai rieSkucios smegeny, Stai

jis brenda j nusekusj tvenkinj, mojuoja rankom, tauskia
apie Zzmonijos Zutj, apie meng, apie karalaites

varles, apie mielajg vySniy raudonio lipom, Stai Zmogus,
kuris daugiau nebemoka saves susapnuoti

Bérniba, 60. gadi, fragments

pie Karatavu gravja brukstalas t&tis un es:

macos, ka pareizi stabules maukt, saulite rota,

putnini dzied, vispar labi mums iet: tupenu pietiek,

runkuli briest, mazas acteles mirkskina ruksis,

svaigus lucus pa I&to (veselu spangi) rit ar emku

no Carnikavas atvedis kaimins$ — oi, ka tad kadiki
sprakskes, oi, ka tad pasaule smarzos! cita neviena

te bildite nava, tikai t€tis un es (zinams, ja neskaita
LutauSa &nu); Reiches Arbeitsdienst, kaujas pie Opockas
garam, filtracija un izsiitiSanas arT, ko gribi, to darit tu vari: pieméram,
abonét laikrakstu Cina vai Zurnalu Zvaigzne, saklausit
vecaja vefina (ar Eiropas karti uz skalas) balsis

no taspasaules, vari bez bailu

zverus un putnus, un akmenus nosaukt cilvéku

vardos, bet, esot cilvékos, labak pieturét zaunas,

jo — patiesiba — neka jauna, joprojam vislabakais medijums
cilvéku fauna, bet visértakais bedijums

masu kapi

divu lutausu atvaztas rikles: tas pirmais jau vien ka izbaznis,
izsistiem zobiem, bet otrais turpina uz globaliem $mirgeliem

asinat ilknus; gramatplaukta starp Kakisa dzirnavam un

Santechnika rokasgramatu bring Nirnbergas epilogs,

koku stumbros aprepé Srapnelu p&das, maigi piesedzot

tramigu zaka bérnu, zemak noliecas tumszalie

eglu zari, ko gribi, to darit tu vari: strazdiem biiriSus naglot, atlauties



palakties ar runci no vienas blodinas pienu, vari atlauties nebities
no téraudcieto dekoraciju it ka miiziga fona; vakara Misins
latviski pasaku izstastis, gogelmogelis garSos ka allaz un Porins
ar Vilumani griezisies tikko pirktaja elektriskaja patafona...

brukstalas vél kailas, Sulu ménesis, tikko parskrgjis

pirmais negaiss, un tas ir laiks, kad karkliem miza atlec

vislabak, piipolu samts pieskaras vaigam,

Caukst sipolu mizas, gaidot krasojam olas, pelnu makonitis

virs uzplaukt gaidosam karSurozém, Stipotnes, gaidot

draiska véziena iesiipojamies no rietiem lidz ritiem, no asaram lidz smejam, visu
tu iemacisies paturét dzili ka dzelve sevi: samidits vecmammas
mirSu vainags, iznicinatajiem spidzinot, pratinot — vai tev déli dzivi
jeb slépjas vel meza? Caurvejs baznica, mijkrésli nopiisto svecu gali
dzeltenbali ka nocirsti ludz&ju pirksti, driz Liela diena, tad
Vasarssvetki — eiju, ai, eiju! -- naks maja ar meijam

un cirulis debesis skries — viru virumis virr...

majupcela izdaru savu pirmo ierakstu uz bérza tass:
4

MAN ITHBY LE

Vaikysté, septintasis deSimtmetis, fragmentas

prie Kartuviy griovio krimynuose tétis ir a§ —

mokaus kaip reikia lumzdel; skaptuoti, sauluté zaidzia
pauksteliai gieda, toli palikome béda: bulviy pakanka

runkeliai bresta, mazom akutém mirkcioja kriuksis

Svieziy végéliy pigiai (visg guotg) rytoj savo emka

1§ Carnikavos atve§ kaimynas — oi kaip traskes

kadagiai oi kaip pasaulis kvepés! Nieko daugiau

nuotraukoj nesimato — tik tétis ir a$ (Zinia, jei neskai¢iuosim
Zmogédros $es¢lio); Reiches Arbeitsdienst, miisis prie Opockos
baigtas, valymai ir trémimai baigés, brolyti, ka nori gali daryti, pavyzdziui,
prenumeruoti laikrast] Cinia ar zurnalg Zvaigzne, gaudyt

per seng vefuka (su Europos zemélapiu skal¢j) balsus

i§ ano pasaulio, gali be baimés

zveéris paukscius ir akmenis Zmoniy vardais

vadinti, bet tarp zmoniy geriau pri¢iaupt savo ziaunas:

senas pasaulis ar jaunas, vis vien medziokléj laimikis geriausias —
zmoniy fauna, o laidot vis tiek patogiausia

masiniame kape



evive

iSmustais dantimis, bet antras vis dar j pasaulinj galastuva

iltis galanda, knygy lentynoj tarp Katinélio maliino ir

Santechniko Zinyno ruduoja Niurnbergo epilogas

medZziy kamienuos aprandéjo Srapneliy Zymés, ant Zemés lengvai pridenge
baiksty mazg kiskutj, guli

egliSakiai tamsiai zali, kg nori daryti gali: gali strazdams inkilus kalti, gali
1§ vieno dubenélio su runcium pieno palakti, gali visai nebijoti

lyg plienas tvirty dekoracijy amzino fono, vakare per radija Misinis
latviskai pasakg seks, gogelmogelio skonis kaip visada ir Puorinis

su Viliumaniu suksis tik kg pirktam elektriniam patefone...

kriimoksniai dar pliki. Sul¢iy ménuo, kg tik prabégo

pirmoji perkiinija, Sitg metg karkly zievé lupas

lengviausiai, kac¢iuky aksomas zanda paglosto,

¢eza svogiiny luobai, belaukdami dazom kiausinius, peleny debesélis

vir§ zydét besiruosiancios piliarozés, stipuoklés, belaukdami,

patrakusiais Suorais stipuojamés nuo sutemy ligi ryto, nuo asary lig juoko visa
tai iSmoksi laikyti savyje lyg akivare: sumindyta

senelés mirty vainika, stribams bekankinant beklausiant: ar gyvi tavo vaikai
ar slapstosi vis dar miske? Skersvéjis baznycioj, prieblandos uzptsti zZvakigaliai
gelsvai balksvi lyg nukirsti maldininky pirstai, greit Velykos, paskui
Sekminés — eisiu vai eisiu! — zingsniuos namo su berzeliais

ir vieversys skris dangumi — viru virumis virr...

pakeliui namo padariau savo pirmg jrasg berzo toSyje

dudele mano yr*

Mirklis pirms simfonijas

Tik daudz lieka, tik daudz neista prieka,

Itin ka nepietiktu ar vienu korali diena,

Ar vienu kriiziti piena, ar vienu

Atbildibas pilnu mezglu ikdienas domu pavediena; zibens
No skaidram debesim! Iz dzelmju dzilumiem

Vards. Neviltota izbrina pavertas liipas, atpakal
Attinas filma, no drupam atpakal uzslejas pils,

Par baskaji ganupuiku olnicas gala atdoma sevi atpakal
Sirms, noguris futurologs. Tik daudz dieviska prieka
Ik sienaza Cirksta, ik kamenes zumésana,

Ik sikaka ziedina uzplauksana, Zemesmat,

* i eiluté originale jrasyta ranka, vaikiska rasysena su klaidomis — V.D.



Esi tuvu man klat, iz tevis ik stads, ik

Zalu stiebrs, tev miisu pédéjo duravu atslégas rieksa.
Ka siltam, rasmigam pavasarlietum gribas nolit par tevi,
Ka rusganam rudzu véjam noglastit tevi,

Un lai visbaltakie sniegi, kas nosnieg par tevi,

Lauj mums bez bazu un riigtuma atgriezties sevi.

Parak mainigi esam, itin ka nepietiktu ar lausanos
Gadskartu ritam, parak Saudigi, Saubigi — itin ka
Neuzticédamies grauda atminai, saulrieta skaistumam,
Galu gala — Laimes likumam, parak smagus citatu
Maisus nesam, nemanidami, ka mezazvéru péduraksts
Mums pasaka prieksa, rau, tur, medaini saulaina nora,
Tava galvena pieturvieta, gaidi, 1idz taureni

Metisies tev uz pleciem, lidz zinkarigs zakab&rns panaksies
Tuvu un vgjs bérza lapotné iesalks tavas

Dvéseles simfoniju; tik dieviski daudz satelp

Ik putna trelli, foreles ziba, rasas piliena bezgaliba....

...apviti jautajumzimém ka znaudzgjciiskam, aizmirstam
Uzdot sev Jautajumu: kalabad gan tas viss,
ST zeme, §Ts upes, S1s debesis,
Zirina zibsniga steiga, niedru stabules dziesma, rusa,
Kas virs pamales plaiksnas, pupuku dejas, sejas
Vecos albumos, tik l1dzigas mis€jam, un tas klusums
Starp skanu un skanu, starp vardu un vardu, starp
Dzivi un dzivi, starp beigam un sakumu, kas ka kupols apnem
Snaudosa purva brunurupuca sapni;
léni, 1eni
Dievins brauca
no kalnina

lejina...

Akimirksnj pries simfonija

Tiek daug atlieka, tiek daug netikro dziaugsmo dél nieko
Lyg nepakakty vieno choralo per dieng

Ir vieno puodelio pieno, vieno

Atsakomybés mazgo kasdieniy minéiy grybienoj, Zaibas

I8 giedro dangaus! IS gelmiy gilumos

Zodis. Nesuvaidintoj nuostaboj liipos pravertos, atgal
Sukasi filmas, 1§ griuveésiy vél statos pilis,

Basu piemenéliu tako gale save prisimena

Zilas, nuvarges futurologas. Tiek daug dievisko dziaugsmo
IS kiekvieno ziogo ¢irskimo, i$ kiekvieno kamanés dazgimo



I5 kiekvieno maZiausio Ziedelio skleidimosi, Zemémote,
Biiki arti, prie mangs, 18 taves kiekvienas augalas, kiekvienas
Zolés stiebelis, tavo rankoj raktai dury miis paskutiniy

Lyg Siltam, rasojan¢iam pavasario lietui, noris nulyt ant taves
Tarsi rusvam rugiy véjui, glostyt tave

Ir tie balc¢iausi sniegai, kur nukloja tave

Teleidzia mums be kartélio ir ripescio atsigrezt i save

Tokie nepastoviis esam, lyg negana kad leidziamés |

Metrieviy rata, tokie nepastovis dvejojantys — ypac kai
Netikédami griido atmintimi, grimztancios saulés grozybe,
Pagaliau, Laimés jstatymu, sunkiausius citaty

MaiSus neSiojamés, nepastebédami, kg misko zveriy pédsakai

Gali mums pasakyti, $tai, ¢ia, saldzioj lyg medus saulétoj laukyme;
Tavo svarbiausia stotelé, lauk cia, kol drugeliai

Ims tipti tau ant peciy, kol smalsus kiSkutis pribégs

Prie taves ir véjas berzo lapais i§§lamés tavo

Sielos simfonija, taip dieviskai daug telpa

Kiekvienoje paukscio trel¢je, upétakio spindesyje, rasos laselio begalybéje...

...apvyti klaustuky tarsi smaugliy pamir§tam
Uzduot sau Klausimg: kuriy galy visa tai
Ta zem¢, ta upé, dangus
Zuvédros staigumas lyg Zaibo, nendrinés diidelés daina, amalas
Plazdantis vir$ horizonto, kukuciy Sokiai, veidai
Senuose albumuose, tokie panasiis j musy ir ta tyla
Tarp garsy ir garsy, tarp zodziy ir ZodZiy, tarp
Gyvenimo ir gyvenimo, tarp pabaigos ir pradzios, kur lyg stiklo kupolas gaubia
SnaudZiancio pelkinio véZlio sapnus.
létai, 1étai
Dievulis vaziavo
nuo kalnelio
apatelen...

*kk

omnia mutantur, nihil interit... rakstiet uz vairogiem
saviem, rudens kad atmasko meZus un viznojas upes,
ardievu sniegi kad slapina vaigus un triidosos salmos
peles vairs nerod ne grauda. Cel$ no lipam lidz ltipam
reizeém ilgst ilgak par celu no Trojas lidz Itakas krastiem,
Ninives drupas biezi ir tuvak par pe€dejam zinam,

tuvak par gulamistabas spoguli zilgani blavu,

tuvak par sapnos vai palagu krokas gaisusam dzinam.
Osta, rau, atkal, fanfaram skanot, pavada kugus,



dzejoli atkal tic saviem kalpiem un liedaga smiltis
bérni biivé mums pilis un templus, rotatus ziediem;
jura paliek ta pati, kaut nomainas vardi un ciltis.
Atver pasaules karti un iznes to zvaigznota nakti,
izplet rokas no pola lidz polam — viss ir tepat,
jebsu dzive, metot miglu un viltigi sminot,

centas tev ietetovet uz kriittim — nekur un nekad.

dkkok

omnia mutantur, nihil interit, raSykit ant savo

skydy, ruduo kai nuplésia kaukes miSkams ir aizéja upés
sudievu sniegai kai skruostus drékina ir supuvusiam Siene
pelés daugiau né grudo neranda. Kelias nuo ltipy prie liipy
kartais trunka ilgiau nei kelias nuo Trojos lig kranto Itakés
Ninevés griuvésiai daznai biina ar¢iau uz zinias paskutines
arCiau uz miegamajame veidrodj matinj melsva

arCiau uz sapnus ar klostes paklodziy ar bléstancig aistrg
uostas, aure, vél skambant fanfaroms savo laivus islydi
eilérasciai patiki vél savo tarnais ir pajurio smély

vaikai stato mums pilis ir Sventoves, gélémis jas papuose
jiira vis ta pati nors mainos vardai jos ir gentys

Atskleisk pasaulio zemélapj neskis j naktj Zvaigzdéta
rankas iSskésk nuo poliaus lig poliaus — viskas taip pat vis
nors gyvenimas, mesdamas migla, Saipos klastingai

bando tavo kriitinéj iStatuiruot — niekur ir niekad.

Kuolka

cik vien var talu, jebsu Iidz tepatienei vien,

esmu ticis: tas pats liedags, tas pats apvarsnis,

ta pati laiva (tikai tagad ieputinata smiltis), driz

viznosies tidens: sauskauli nasli tik palsi,

Demosténs zaudgjis balsi, Borejs vel neatpiis Surpu
teiksmainu veésti par hiperboreju valsti: sédi

un kalsti! un skaties, ka klibs piekrastes piratu (kajgriezu) kleperis,
lukturi kakla, brien garam, pat ne uz sekundi nepavérsdams
skatienu uz mani, kurs te smiltts velk

kadas nomalas atlantidas kontiras: tik lidzigas

bérnibas vaibstiem

cik vien talu var, jebsu Iidz tepatienei vien



vilni pakapjas pretim un tad projam it zigli skrien,
atstajot miizibas sali uz plakstiem

Kuolkoje

Toli kaip tik jmanoma, nors ir visai Cia pat

nutvykau: tas pats pajiiris, tas pats horizontas

ta pati valtis (tik §j karta uzpustyta smélio), netrukus

Demostenas kalbéti negali, Bor¢jas kol kas ¢ionai neatpiis

pasaky Zinios apie hiperboréjy Salj: sédi

ir dziusti, kvaileli, zitirédamas, kaip raiSas pakrantés piraty (kojapjoviy) kuinas
su zibintu ant kaklo praeina pro $alj, n¢ akimirkai nepazvelgges

1 mane — ¢ia smélyje traukiu

kazkokios pakrasc¢io atlantidos konttirus, visai panasius

1 vaikystés grimasas

Toli kaip tik jmanoma, nors ir visai ¢ia pat
bangos pakopom pirmyn ir atgal ritas taip greitai
nuguldamos ant voky amzinybés druska.

Autoriaus paaiskinimas lietuviskam vertimui: kadaise Kuolkos rago pakrantése siautéjo
lyviai plésikai, per audras naktimis vedziodave pajiriu Slubg arklj su zibintu ant kaklo ir
klaidine praplaukiancius laivus, kad Sie uzplaukty ant seklumos. Lediniame vandenyje
nuskendusiy jiireiviy batai prisaldave prie kojy, ir plésikai brangesnius batus nupjaudave
kartu su skenduoliy kojomis, todél buvo vadinami kojapjoviais (kajgriezi).

I8 latviy kalbos verté Vytautas Deksnys

Birut¢ MAR
(Lietuva)

v —

Naujalio meno mokykla, studijavo Peterburgo teatro, muzikos ir kinematografijos
institute. Nuo 1993 Vilniaus Nacionalinio dramos teatro aktoré. ISleido eilérasc¢iy
rinkinius Neissiysti laiskai (1995), Kokoro (1999), Solo (2001).

KAUKES

I. Vélinés. Senos moters balsas prie baZnycios varty



zvakiy néra vaikeliuk

nejaugi néra

neatmenu mety tokiy kad nebiity
atmenu — snigo pries pussimtj mety
balta — tai buvo Dievo vakaras lapkrit]
bet kad Zvakiy nebiity neatmenu

nueisiu

nejaugi tamsoj
atsisésiu ant tvorelés
kur vasarg perdazé
zmongs gerieji —
nejaugi tamsoj

tik pamanyk

eis pro Salj

ieskos apgraibom artimy

jei neduok Die ménulio nebus
apgraibom artimy

pamanyk tik

zvakiy néra —

ir prie baznycios tas diedas nebeparduoda
kur su pigiais paveiksléliais sedéjo
1Smaigytus pirstais saldainius

vaikams per pamaldas kiSdavo

jau nebesédi —

pasimiré kur

oi tu Die

nejaugi tamsoj
reiks pralaukt
prakentéti tg tamsg

Birut¢ MAR
(Lithuania)

v —

Juozas Naujalis Art School, studied at the Institute of Theatre, Music and Cinema of St.
Petersburg. Since 1993 she has been an actress in the National Drama Theatre in Vilnius.
Since 1995, she has published three collections of poems.



MASKS

I. All Souls Day. Old woman’s voice at the church gate

no more candles, child

really, none

can’t remember the year they were gone without a trace
I do remember—it was snowing, fifty years ago
white—that was God’s evening in November

but I don’t remember candles, without a trace, gone

I will go away

really in darkness

I will sit on the fence

that was painted in summer
oh, my dears—

is it really in darkness

you just say to yourself

someone will pass by

fumbling in the dark, searching for someone dear
as if, God forbid, there is no more moon
fumbling the dark for someone dear

you just say to yourself

the candles, gone, without a trace—

and the old man at the church selling

cheap paintings doesn’t sit there anymore
swapping them for sticky-finger sweets

that he would offer to children during holy mass
not anymore—

dead and forgotten

oh, my God
is it possible? in the dark

will I have to stay
suffering through that darkness

II. Japoné

lauksiu —

kol asaros mano pakibs



Serksno lasais ant medziy

lauksiu taves
po ménuliu baltuoju

73sys 18skris
ant drobés nakties islike

mazos senutés iseis
1 kalnus numirt -----------

ir a$ 18eisiu -
bet grisiu

Simtamete pusim tavo kelio
Smékla mylétos moters...

II. Japanese Woman
I will wait

until my tears are poised to fall
lined -up like drops on a tree

I will wait for you
under the snow white moon

geese will fly away
they have survived on night’s linen

A few old women will leave for
the mountains to die-------

and I will leave
but [ will return

a hundred year old pine on your path
the dark spirit of the woman you loved



I3 ciklo “TYLOS VERINIAI”

pripylé tyro vandens —
bet susidrumsté

bet buvo ant dugno
keli atminties trupiniai

graziausi kurie sugrjzta
i$ tolimy kelioniy
1§ nepazjstamy miesty

Sypsosi,
paslaptingai tyli

graziausi, kurie ka tik
pries iStardami

jau tuscia,

jau Svinta,

jau prieblandoj ryto
kelios mintys staiga,
keli sutvinkséjimai
laiko, rodykliy, kiiny

saldi neramybe,
tirpstantis miestas,
tylos vériniai...

1§ visy gyvenimy —

a$ prisimenu vieng rudenj
to rudens atminty —
zvelgiu pro sulyta langg
tame lange —

matau nusidriekusj kelig
ant to kelio —

randu jspausta péda

toje pédoje —

pastatau namus

tuos namuos —



pasodinu vaikystés papartj
tame papartyje —
susapnuoju Svytintj zieda
ant to Ziedo —

regiu nukritusj lasa

tame lase —

atpazistu seng veida

tame veide —

iSgirstu savo balsg...

From the cycle NECKLACE OF SILENCE

pure water poured —
but muddied

but on the ground there were
drops — a few — of memory

beautiful one that returns
from far away journeys
from unfamiliar cities

smiling to yourself
mysteriously silent

beautiful one, that only just
before utterance

it’s already desolate,

already dawn

already morning twilight
some thoughts all of a sudden
some pulses of light sowing
time, hands, bodies

sweet disturbance
melting city
necklace of silence



from all of my lives

I remember one autumn

in the memory of that autumn
I peer through a rivery window
in that window

I see an open stretch of road
on that road

I find a footprint

in that footprint

I build a house

in that house

I plant my childhood fern

in that fern

I dream of a shining blossom
on that blossom

I see a fallen drop

in that drop

I recognize an old face

in that face —

I hear my own voice

AUTOBIOGRAFINIS

iSmokti visokiy triuky —

vilkéti fraka, peruka

mikliai keisti grimg ir kaukes
Saudyti (iS tuscio Sautuvo)
laikyti Spaga, Spyga (kiSenéj)
nepamirsti iSkalbos meno

ir paciy paprasciausiy dalyky —
kvépavimo, dikcijos, elegancijos
formos, santykio

(kad paskui vieng dieng suprastum
KAM visa tai, ir ne tik...)

jveikti visas baimes

traumas, ligas — didybes

manija, depresija, nerimag

sloga, laiking meile

dar bitinai — saikingai gerti ir valgyti
lavinti ne tik kiing —



atmint], klausa, skonj

vieng po kito skaityti

Nietzsche, Freuda, Platong, klasikus
(“dviraciai — seniai iSrasti” —

bet ne visi dar keliai...)

iSmokti alsuoti giliai

kad uzmigtum

nepamirsti jogos, tylos, meditacijy
garsy terapijos, Sokiy

iSmokti visokiy —

menuety, valsy, duety,

piruety, tango, baleto

striptizo ir net

1Smokti stovéti tamsoje
buti paskutiniu
iSmokti laukti

(kol pagaliau nusisypsos laimé — vieng dieng
visy akivaizdoje pakilti spindulio balto svieson
ir, viskq uzmirsus, pereiti lyng ploniausiq,
uzmerktomis akimis, lengvai tarsi koptum
zvaigzdynais, likimo styga, staiga

supratus KAM visa tai,

ir ne tik...)

ir kas benutiks —
virtuoziSkai i$sisukti
koketiskai Sypsotis
elegantiskai lenktis
mjslingai tyléti
fotogeniskai atrodyti, taciau
filosofiskai zvelgti j viska

(staiga supratus KAM visa tai, staiga
suklusus, kaip verciasi, virpa,
kulvirsciais skrieja maza

akrobaté — sirdis...)

AUTOBIOGRAPHICAL
to learn a variety of tricks

to wear a dress coat, a wig
deftly change makeup and masks



shoot (from an empty rifle)

handle a sword, a snub (picked from a pocket)
not to forget elocution

and its most simple aspects—

breathing, diction, elegance

form, relation

(that one day you come to realize
WHAT is all that? and not only that)

to overcome all fears

traumas, illnesses — mania

for fame, depression, anxiety
nightmares, passing love

and without fail — eat and drink in moderation
to train not only body —

but also memory, ear, good taste

one after the other, to read

Nietzsche, Freud, Plato, the classics
(“bicycles — invented long ago

but not yet all the road)

to learn deep breathing

so as to fall asleep

not to forget yoga, silence, meditation
healing with sound, dance

to learn a variety —

minuets, waltzes, pas-de-deux
pirouettes, tango, ballet

striptease and more than that

to learn to stand in darkness
to be the last
to learn to wait

(until at last happiness will smile on you—one day

with all eyes on you to rise into a beam of light

and forgetting everything else, to pass across the thinnest rope,
eyes shut tight, becoming lighter, as if scaling

constellations, a string of fate, all of a sudden

having realized WHAT all that is

and not only. . .)

and so whatever happened
like a virtuoso, step out of it
coquettishly smile

elegantly bow



mysteriously keep silent
appear photogenic, but
look at everything philosophically

(all of a sudden having realized WHAT all that is, all of a sudden
my ears prick up, how better to listen, a quiver

tumbling, it takes flight, my tiny

acrobat — heart)

Solo

scenoj nebér dekoracijy —
tiktai Sviesa,
Sviesos takas

tik nebylio veidas —
paryskintos akys,
suknelé juoda,

rankos, asketiSkai tuscios

tyla tarsi riksmas —

tai, ko niekad
apie kg visados

pries atsisveikinant,
uzdangai krintant,
pabundant

Solo

No more scenery on the stage
purely light
the light path

just dumb show faces
eyes becoming clearer
dress pitch-black

hands, ascetically empty

silence like a scream



this, that never
about what always

before saying farewell
the curtain falls
you wake up

Vietoj biografijos

VAIDMUO, arba visi vaidmenys —
kazkada suvaidinti ir uzmirsti,

patys mieliausi, t.y., tie, kurie dabar,
ir tie, kurie dar svajonése...

KELIONE, arba visos kelionés,
pasitinkantys nepazjstami miestai,
traukiniy bégiai, debesy takai,
zmongs, kurie irgi keliauja,
susitikimai ir sudie, laiSkai, atstumai,
laimingi akimirksniai, laikas...

TYLIALI, arba tai, kas lieka i$ visy kelioniy,
balsy, veidy, kasdienio Surmulio...

Kas prasideda, atvertus baltg puslapj —
tyla, prisiminimas, eilérastis...

Instead of an Autobiography

A ROLE, or all the roles —

played once upon a time and forgotten,

the most dear, i.e., the ones that somewhere remain present,
and the ones that somewhere become reverie. . .

A JOURNEY, or all journeys,
satisfied with strange cities,

train tracks, cloud tracks,

crowds of people that travel, too,
hellos and goodbyes, letters, distances,
good times, time. . .



IN SILENCE, or that which remains from all journeys,
voices, faces, the din of everyday. . .

What begins when a white page opens —

silence, remembrance, poem. . .

Translated by J.C. Todd

Duncan BUSH
(Wales)

Duncan Bush, poet, novelist, playwright, translator, was born in 1946 in Cardift, Wales.
He studied at British and American universities. He lives in South Wales and
Luxemburg. He has published seven volumes of poetry, two novels, and written scripts
for stage and screen.

Soleil de Miel

Sunstrain. Gravel; scraggy
dunes. The matchflame flares

invisibly,
to a warped, smoky

transparency. I light
another dry, unwanted mid-afternoon

cigarette: a blind man's
under this blue

sky. I lounge at length
beside you,

dulled
with wine, amnesic

from the sun.
The sea

shudders,
is as far as a mirage. The crowds

are far,



as numerous as sand.
The simple life.... But even

here
we are here

to consume: sun, watermelon,
wine; this tobacco harsh and black as tea;

each other.
The cigarette end smoulders

in sunlight. I shift
to speak to you but you seem

asleep, spent
to the sun. I watch you

through Polaroids.

The scrotum
shrinks.

Hester, we’re clenching fistfuls
of loose sand;

they pour out the faster
the tighter we grip.

Duncan BUSH
(Velsas)

Duncan Bush, poetas, romanistas, dramaturgas, vert¢jas, gime 1946 metais Kardife
(Velsas), studijavo Britanijos ir JAV universitetuose. Pastaruoju metu jis gyvena Piety
Velse ir Liuksemburge. Jis yra iSleidgs septynis eilérasciy rinkinius, du romanus, paras¢s
pjesiy ir scenarijy televizijai.

Soleil de Miel

Saulésvidis. Smélis; prakaulios
kopos. Degtukas plyksteli nematoma



liepsna,
jos dimai virpina

vaisky org. Be jokio noro prisidegu
dar vieng sausg vidudienio

cigarete: aklas Zzmogus
po melynu

dangumi. Drybsau iSsitieses
Salia taves,

apspanges
nuo vyno, iSskalautas

saulés.
Jara

Siurpsta,
toli kaip mirazas. Minios Zmoniy

tolumoj,
nesuskaic¢iuojamy kaip smiltys.

Paprastas gyvenimas... Bet netgi

¢ia
mes esame tam,

kad vartotume: saulg, arbiizus,
vyng; §j rupy ir juodag kaip arbata tabaka;

vienas kita.
Cigaretés galas smilksta

sauléje. Susimanau
pakalbéti su tavimi, bet tu, regis,

uzsnudai,
18sekinta saulés. Stebiu tave

pro poliaroidus.

Kapselis
susitraukia.



Hester, mes gniauziame saujose
bergzdzig smélj;

juo stipriau spaudziam,
juo greiciau jos tuste¢ja.

Sisera and Jael

The sun shone like a dark thing

through the roof's weft; the safety of the tent
smelled clean, of hemp,

like a new sack.

At the end of thirst

from stumbling over rock and slithering

down dry screes pouring like bits of broken bottles,
he'd begged for water

like some crownless, fleeing king.

And she, the woman,

was nervous, watchful, hospitable:
like a woman living without

a man, a tent pegged out alone

in the high blue desert air

under barren mountain-passes

of red Sinai stone.

He waited for the water: she squeezed milk
out of the tethered goat. She brought him butter

in a white-glazed dish.

He had begun to look at her....
But she'd already seen him dead.

When he slept, she took a flat stone in

her hand and hammered a tent-pin
like a piton through his head.

Sisera ir Jaelé

Saulé lyg juodulys Svieté



pro stogo audinj; palapinés danga
kvepéjo Svara, kanapémis,
tarsi naujas krepsys.

Troskulio iSkamuotas,

klupingjes uolom ir slidingjes

sausais nuobirynais, pludusiais lyg sudauzyty buteliy Sukés,
jis maldavo vandens

tarsi koks netekes kartinos, bégantis karalius.

O ji, moteris,

buvo baiksti, budri, svetinga:

kaip moteris, gyvenanti be

vyro, palapiné, vienintelé pakibus
aukstai zydrame dykumos ore

po bevaisém raudonojo Sinajaus akmens
peréjom.

Jis lauké vandens: ji melz¢ piena,
pririSusi 0zkg. Atnesé jam sviesto
baltame glaziiruotame dubeny.

Jis émes jg apzilrinéti....
Bet ji jau maté jj mirusj.

Kai jis miegojo, ji paéme rankon plokscig
akmenj ir jkalé palapinés kuolelj
tarsi kobinj kiaurai jo galva.

Uncle Charlie

Even when they cut out one

of Uncle Charlie's lungs

he'd coax visitors

to smuggle him in a packet of Park Drives —

the dropped voice

and a comic's glance round for the nurse.
He complained he couldn't eat

the hospital food,

said they were giving it
back to him minced,
meaning the missing lung. And he'd wink



with that drinker's droll gooseberry eye

always slightly askew

to the universe you saw.

When Aunty Kitty left the ward in tears
he said at least it was better

than raw tongue and then cold shoulder,
which he often got at home.

And winked

again, but absently.

None of us brought him cigarettes,
but he got them somewhere —

I thought of that left lung

inhaling and expelling

smoke behind a bolted toilet door —

and everyone agreed he'd never change,
with the ungrudged admiration

granted the self-doomed.

In 1944 he'd been a P.O.W. in Italy,

and my father said that for Charlie,

after six months in that camp, every day
now was a bonus, something for nothing.

Thousands thought the same,
my father said, with a bitterness
never explained

but which, over fifty years later,

still makes him long

for the England football team
to lose even to Germany .
Somewhere in all this

is the smell of bruised sage in

the rough cloth of the uniform

given you flat in its creases.

And then, years later, it's [958 or '62,

and you 're looking from a window

at your old khaki drill trousers

pegged out drying on the line for work,
as penniless as you are, both pockets out...



Dédé Carlis

Netgi tada, kai iSpjove vieng

dedeés Carlio plautj,

jis prasinédavo lankytojy

slapta atnesti jam pakelj Park Drives —

prislopintu balsu

ir nutais¢s komiko zvilgsnj seselei.
Skundés negaljs valgyti

ligoninés maisto,

sakydavo, kad §is grjzta

permaltas,

turédamas omeny trukstamg plautj. Ir mirkciojo
girtuokliska, juokinga agrasto akim

visad Siek tiek $nairuodamas

] misy pasaulj.

Kai teta Kiti paliko palatg apsipylus asaromis,
Jis pasaké, tai bent jau geriau

negu grubus Zodis, o paskui atsukta nugara,
kurig daznai maté namuos.

Ir vél mirkteléjo,

Sisyk tarsi sau.

Niekas 1§ miisy nenesdavo jam cigareciy,
bet jis i$ kazkur jy gaudavo —
pagalvodavau apie ta kairijji plautj,
ikvepiantj ir iSkvepiantj

diima anapus uzsklesty tualeto dury —

visi pripazinom, kad jis niekad nepasikeis,
zavejomes i8 Sirdies,

net ir pasirinkusiu pasmerkt].

1944-aisiais jo biita karo belaisviu Italijoje,
mano tévas saké, kad Carliui

po Sesiy toje stovykloje praleisty ménesiy dabar
kiekviena diena yra dovana, kazkas uz acia.

Tukstanciai galvojo taip pat,



saké tévas, jausdami nepaaiSkinama
kartelj,
kuris ir po penkiasdeSimties mety

vis veréia Carlj ilgetis
Anglijos futbolo komandos
pralaiméjimo, netgi Vokietijai.
Kazkaip visa tai

atsiduoda sumustu iSmin¢iumi

su grubaus audinio uniforma,

kuri rauksl¢jas nuo tavo zvilgsnio.

O véliau, po daugelio mety, 1958-aisiais ar 1962-aisiais,

jau tu zvelgi pro langa

1 senas chaki spalvos tiko kelnes,
padziautas ant virveés,

kaip ir tu bepiniges, iSverstom kiSeném...

Verté Eugenijus AliSanka

Kristiina Ehin
(Estonia)

Kristiina Ehin was born in 1977. She defended her MA in Estonian and comparative
folklore (in 2004), and has worked also as a creative dance teacher. She has published
four poetry collections and is working as a freelance poet at the moment.

ndgin unes
piletiputkat
ithe bussipeatuse ees kus
piletite asemel miitidi linnusulgi

ja miitija oli...
vana mees
varakevadine piike silmas
ja teile preili...
iitles ta aeglaselt
ja vottis kuskilt ukse korvalt



kus voinuksid seista
prigidmber ja luud
veel lihe sule
valge ja koheva
kerge ja sama korge
nagu ta ise

maksin ja laksin
une poristes bussides
uskumata drkamist
kartmata kontrolle

Kristiina Ehin
(Estija)

Kristiina Echin, poeté, gimé 1977 metais, baigé esty filologijos ir folkloro
komparatyvistikos magistrés studijas, dirbo originalaus Sokio mokytoja. Ji yra isleidusi
keturis eiléras¢iy rinkinius ir Siuo metu yra laisvai samdoma raSytoja.

aS sapnavau
biliety kioska
autobusy stoteléje, jame
pardavingjo plunksnas vietoj biliety

ir pardavéjas buvo...
pagyvengs vyras
su saulés spinduliukais akyse
mergaite jums...
pasaké jis létai
ir 1§ kazkur jis 1§ uzZ dury man istrauké
tenai stovét galéjo
Sluotraziai ir Siuksliy kibirai
dar vieng plunksna
baltg ir purig
lengva ir ilga
kaip jis pats

a§ sumokéjus nu¢jau
sapne apie dulkétus autobusus
jau netikédama prabudimu
jau nebijodama kontrolieriy



all uriseb linn
linn kuhu pdgeneda
siigava vaikuse eest
enda sees

16putu linn
kust jalgsi enam 14bi ei kdida
16plikud pddkpuupuiesteed
mis juba tahaksid pogeneda
porandaks voi paadiks
et ainult mitte seista selle kiirusejoe kaldal
ja kaitsta oma lehtedega
viimast hingetdmbetdit ohku
puhastada oma pungadega uuskvartaleid
vinguseid vereringeid
ja siiruse korgeid kaldaid

all uriseb linn
kuhu peita oma siigav vaikus
tema eest?

apacioje gaudzia miestas
miestas, kuriame galima pasislépti
nuo gilios tylos
esancios tavy

begalinis miestas
kurio neiSvaiksciosi pés€¢iomis
nesibaigiantys Saligatviai apsodinti bukais
kurie noréty pabégti
ir tapti grindimis ar valtimi
tik kad nereikty stovéti Sios greitaeigés upés krantuose
ir neapginti savo lapais
paskutinio oro gurks$nio
ir neapginti savo kepenim naujy kvartaly
uztersStos kraujotakos
ir nekaltybés auksty kranty

apacioje gaudziantis miestas



kaip man nuslépti savo gilig tyla
nuo jo?

olen vesi
voolan hommikul vélja
mul on huuled prillid sérmus ja kéded
olen vesi

tihest unisest jarvest
stigavalt maa alt
tungin vélja kui allikas
vulinal trepist alla
tdnavale

vaatan kella ja jouan kooli
tere vesi
kuidas siis 1dheb?
olen téna soojemaks saanud
mullune lumi on l4inud

ja mida sa vesi siis tahaksid
tdna Oppida?

tundma tuld
tundma tuld ennast kaotamata

a8 — vanduo
ryte iSteku

turiu akinius lupas ziedelj rankas
a8 — vanduo

1§ vieno mieguisto ezero
giliai po Zeme
prasimusu kaip versmé
¢iurlenu Zemyn laiptais
1 gatve

zitriu | laikrodj ir spé&ju j mokykla
sveikas, vandenie



kaip gyveni?
Siandieng as esu Siltesnis
pernykstis sniegas jau nutirpo

ir ko gi dar Siandieng tu
norétumei 1ISmokti?

pazinti ugnj
pazinti ugnj, saves prarasti nebijodamas

on palav péev Breznevi ajal
ja mina alles viike tiidruk
sinises sitsseelikus
pogenen libi kollase viljapollu
suurelt suurte inimeste siinnipdevalt
kus siildid sulasid pikkadel peolaudadel
ja mu ded ja tddipojad olid kadunud
vorkkiigest ja marjapdosastest rokkavasse naeru

jasiis
jouan dkki
mahajdetud maamajani

iihest katkisest kastist leian sihvaka piibu
mis 16hnab vanade meeste jirele
veel vanemate kui vanaisa
must magus moru piip tihe hirmutavalt vana
haige ja vdib-olla juba surnud mehe
huulte vahelt

mahtus mu taskusse ja kogu dohtu
kiikudes tukkudes ja maasikatorti siilies
tundsin tema toredat
musta ja vagurat vart
oma higises peos

kar$ta brezneviné diena
ir as dar visai mazuté mergyté
mélyna medvilnine suknute



skrieju geltonais kvieciy laukais
18 didelio didziyjy Zmoniy gimtadienio
kur tezo tirpdama Saltiena ant Sventiniy ilgy staly
0 mano seserys ir pusbroliai i1§¢jo
zaist ant hamako ir j uogy kriimus

staiga
pribégau
apleista nama

vienoj sultizusioj déz¢j radau jau iSriikyta pypke
kvepiancig senais seneliais
dar senesniais uz manajj senelj
juoda saldi karti pypké vieno seno baisaus
ligoto ir jau tikriausiai mirusio senelio
burnoje

ji rado vieta mano kiSenéléj ir visg vakara
supantis ziovaujant ar kemsant braskiy tortg
jauciau jos stebuklinga
juoda ir tykig rankele
savo suprakaitavusiam delniuky

Siber on nii hall
et handi naine selles
lihtsalt peab kirev olema
kirevam kui linnud
kirevam kui digeusukirikud
naftaleegid voi veteranide ordenirinnad

ole pealegi kirevam kui mina
ole onnelikumgi kui mina
pdimi varvilisi pérle oma
niigi lillelistesse kleitidesse
hiitia monod, mond! oma méngivale pojale
ptiiia pudenevaid pohli oma valgete sdrmede vahele
olen heameelega su korval
hall nagu Siber



Sibiras yra toks pilkas
kad jame gyvenanti chanty moteris
tiesio privalo biit spalvinga
spalvingesné nei pauksciai
spalvingesné nei cerkvés
naftos ugnis ir medaliai ant veterany kriitiniy

buk spalvingesné negu as

buk laimingesné negu as
1 savo sukneles ir taip gélétas
prisiiiki Simtaspalviy karoléliy

mono, mono! Sauk savo siinui zaidzian¢iam
rink smulkias bruknes baltaisiais savo pirstais
man gera biiti su tavim drauge
Sibire pilkas

noorus voolab aeglaselt vdlja mu silmade jarvedest
kas sa jouad enne neist jooma
lehed kukuvad juba selle suve puudelt
ja selle suve puudelt
pudenevad
mu armusonadki

sandaalid kotis ldhen alla orgu
0600hk hdlmade vahel
mina unetu
itha uute tiibade kaotaja ja korvetaja

jaunyste létai iSteka 1§ manyjy akiy ezery
ar suspesi i$ jy atsigerti
byra lapai nuo vasaros medziy
nuo vasaros medziy
krinta
ir mano meilés Zodziai

sandalus jsimetus kuprinén j lyguma leisiuos
vakaro oras zaidzia laukuos



0 a$ neuzmiegu
pametu ir apdegu vis naujus sparnus

tiildruk suurte ruttavate 60silmadega
stidamesadamad saginat tiis
lubaduste laevad kohe lahkumas
pikale teele

votsid tiidruku said naise
votsid poisi said mehe
votsid naise said moori
votsid mehe said rauga

kust algavad joed
kellegi silmaveest
kus algavad pérjad
kahest esimesest lillest
kust tulevad laulud
nagu jdetakse jaljed
haljasse hommikurohtu

kuidas tekkisid tdhed
mu 6de 66 tahtis mehele minna
heitsin oma kaelast helmed
talle ehteks

mergaité Zvitriomis nakties spalvos akimis
Sirdies uostai pilni nerimo
pazady laivai tuoj iSplauks
] tolimg reisa

sutikai mergaite, gyveni su moterim
sutikai berniuka, gyveni su vyru
sutikai moterj, gyveni su sene
sutikai vyra, gyveni su seniu

18 kur upés
1§ kazkieno asary



1§ kur vainikai
18 pirmyjy dviejy ziedy
i$ kur dainos
paliekancios pédsaka
ant pilkos ryto Zolés

1§ kur zvaigzdés
mano sesuo naktis jsigeidé isteketi
a$ nutraukiau karolius nuo savo kaklo
kad ja papuosciau

Verté Erika Drungyté

Patricia Goodrich
(USA)

Patricia Goodrich is a poet, writer, and visual artist. Her poetry collections include
Mosser Street, Sidelights, An Intricate Lacing, Papered Rooms, and Flesh Tones. She is
a recipient of fellowships and residencies through the Andy Warhol Foundation, Atlantic
Center for the Arts, Europos Parkas, Leeway Foundation, Puffin Foundation, Santa Fe
Art Institute, Vermont Studio Center, and Yaddo. Ms. Goodrich also received
Pennsylvania Fellowships in Poetry/Creative Nonfiction and was nominated for Pushcart
Prizes in poetry and fiction. Her visual arts work is in collections in Lithuania, Fed. of
Russia, and the U.S.A. She holds a Bachelor of Arts and Masters degrees.

White

In a house of white walls
the woman writes

what happens

outside those walls.
She doesn’t mention
the cupboard door
opening on its own.
The new furnace clanks
on and off.

She would like

the phone to ring.

But it doesn’t.

Or to stop

thinking about

the absence.

She would like

to be satisfied



with herself.
Make a move
to read something
useful like
Eighteen Songs
of a Nomad Flute
or
Su-Tung Po
or to look at
Matisse’e textured
room with an empty bed
and a window.
Now she knows why
the yellow pad
seems necessary,
and the steady
hum of the furnace
blowing hot in her face.
It’s the moon full
and white as the snow
in the field burning
through bubble-glassed
windows.
Another moon....
twenty moons and
somewhere she left
the river rushes
and a fox
comes to drink
and the moon is
full and white and
a man she loves
stands close enough
to see.

Patricia Goodrich
(JAV)

Patricia Goodrich yra poeté, raSytoja ir vaizduojamojo meno atstové. Poezijos rinkiniai:
“Moserio gatvé”, “Soniniai Zibintai”, “Painus suvarstymas”, “Istapetuoti kambariai” ir
“Kino kirciai”. Ji yra gavusi kiirybines stipendijas i§ Andy Warhol fondo, Atlanto meny
centro, Europos parko, Leeway fondo, Puffin fondo, Santa Fe meno instituto, Vermonto
studijy centro ir Yaddo. Patricia Goodrich taip pat yra gavusi Pensilvanijos stipendijas



poezijos/kurybinés dokumentikos rasymui ir buvo nominuota Pushcarto premijai uz
poezija ir proza. Jos vaizduojamojo meno darby yra Lietuvos, Rusijos ir JAV kolekcijose.
Ji turi meny bakalauro ir humanitariniy moksly magistro laipsnius.

Baltuma

Namuose su baltomis sienomis
moteris raso
apie tai, kas dedasi
anapus sieny.
Ji nepamini
savaime prasiverianciy
spintelés dury.
Nauja krosnelé protarpiais
sudzergsi.
Ji noréty, kad
skambety telefonas,
taciau jis tyli.
Arba nustoti
galvoti apie nepritekliy.
Jinori
bit patenkinta savimi.
Prisiverst
paskaitinét kg
naudingo —
AStuoniolika giesmiy
nomado fleitai
ar
Su-Tung Po,
ar pazitrinéti
Matiso kambario
su tuscia lova ir langu
tekstiirg.
Dabar ji zino, kodél
geltonas bloknotas
yra toks svarbus,
o nuolatinis
krosnies tizimas
tvoskia kars¢iu j veida.
Tai balta tarsi sniegas
ménulio pilnatis
laukuose
svilina pro stiklo
pusleles languos.
Kitas ménulis...



dvidesimt ménuliy ir
kazkur palikty
upé€s sraunumy,
ir lapée,
ateinanti lakt,
ir ménuo,
nutukes ir baltas, o
zmogus, kurj ji myli,
stovi visai netoli,
kad bty regimas.

Woodchuck

He lay there, light belly

up, paws cupped to the sky —
not stiff on his side,

legs extended

as roadkills often do.

It was near an exit ramp, and
I thought of how another poet
might stop his car

and lovingly observe him,
weep over his soft fur,

cry for the curl of his toes
that will never again burrow
earth’s bowels, save him

to be immortalized in some poem.
And I wished I could write
those extravagant words,
make an extravagant gesture,
live an extravagant life,

risk crossing roads,

be fully animal,

be fully alive.

Even in death, cupping hands
both in supplication

and as if catching

rain or manna.

Svilpikas

Jis guléjo Cionai, Sviesiu pilvuku



aukStyn, uZriestom j dangy letenom —
1§ vidaus nesustingusiom,
iStieses kojas,

kaip visos kelio aukos.

Tai jvyko prie§ posiikj, ir

a$ prisiminiau kitg poeta,

kuris sustabdyty masina,
pazvelgty meiliu zvilgsniu,
apraudoty minkstg jo kailj,
verkty kumpy letenéliy galiuky,
daugiau neberausianciy

zemées gelmiy, pasiriipinty juo,
jamzinty kokiame eilérasty.

Ir a$ troskau galéti raSyt

tuos ekstravagantiskus zodzius,
atlikti ekstravagantiska gesta,
ekstravagantiskai gyventi,
rizikuoti ties kryzkelém,

biti visiSku gyviu,

kunkuliuoti gyvybe.

Netgi numirus, maldaujamai
atkisti rankas,

tarytum siekiant

lyjan¢ios manos.

My Grandma Loved to Polka

My grandma loved to polka at weddings.
She married three times herself.

In 1918 she crossed the Atlantic
with waves of Slavs,

found a husband in the hills

of coal and company houses

in Wheeling, West Virginia.

He died. What blackness took him
I don’t know — whether it was

the alcohol or the coal.

Three daughters were his legacy.

I never knew him, nor the one that followed.
The last played the accordion wonderfully!
But that’s all he did

while Grandma tended the chickens and
cows and a vegetable patch.



When he left, she moved

to a two room house outside of town
with another vegetable patch

and an outhouse with a string latch.

She didn’t ask for more.

Each Sunday and Holy Days between
Grandma traded her babushka

for a mantilla of lace

and walked the country miles

to take communion among the blessed.

Mano senelé mégo Sokti polka

Senelé vestuvése mégo Sokti polka.
Pati tris kartus iStekéjo.

1918 su slavy bangom

kirto Atlanta,

susirado sau vyra kalnuos,

anglies ir kompanijos nameliuos,
Wheelinge, Vakary Virdzinijoj.

Jis pasimir¢. Nezinia kokia juoduma
Ji pasiglemz¢ — ar buvo tai
alkoholis, ar anglis.

Palikimo paliko tris dukteris.

NepaZinau nei jo, nei po jo buvusiojo.
Paskutinysis puikiai griez¢ armonika!
Bet tai ir viskas, kuo jis uzsiéme,

kol senelé riipinos vistomis,

karvémis ir darzoviy lysvémis.

Jam i8éjus, ji iSsikele

1 dviejy kambaréliy namuka uZzmiesty,
su kitomis darzoviy lysvémis

ir lauko iSviete su sklende i§ virvutés.

Jai daugiau nereikéjo.

Kas sekmadienj ir Sventomis dienomis,
senelé pakeisdavo savo skepeta

] nériniuotg mantilijg

ir eidavo per kaimag

priimti komunijos su palaimintaisiais.



The Body Imperfect

Today I face the mirror

full length, see the withered
stump as you must,

and regret the rest.

You may say you don’t

miss it; its absence

makes no difference.

But this is ugly.

There is no other word for it,

a dangling modifier,

shrunken like an enemy’s skull
saved by headhunters of the Solomon Islands.
Unlike a cypress’s knobby knee
or the gnarled roots of trees

on the notch whose twists
wrinkle the paths and

catch an unbendable ankle
unaware, this limb is not
attached to earth.

No roots suck nutrients.

All it can do

is feed on itself.

This is my body.

Take it.

Take it.

Netobulas kiinas

Siandien stoviu pries veidrodj
visu figiu, matau suvytusj
strampa jo tikru pavidalu,
gailiuos, ko neliko.

Galétum sakyt, kad nieko
nebetriksta; §is nebuvimas
neesminis.

Bet tai Slykstu.

Nerandu kito Zodzio.
Tabaluojanti aplinkybé,
sudzitivus it prieSo galva
Saliamono saly medzioklio kolekcijoj.
It kipariso atsikiSus alktiné

ar gumbuotos medziy Saknys
tarpeklyje, kuriy raizginiai



vagoja kelius ir kliudo
suglebusig ir nebudrig
kulksnj; Sioji galiiné
nesijungia su zeme.

Jos Saknys neciulpia syvy.

Visa, k3 ji sugeba, —
mist savimi pacia.
Cia mano kiinas.
Imki ji.

Imki jj.

Is angly kalbos verté Sonata Paliulyté

Tautvyda MARCINKEVICIUTE

(Lietuva)

v —

humanitariniame fakultete angly kalbg ir literatiirg, dirbo Kauno kelioniy ir ekskursijy
biure gide. Yra iSleidusi devynias poezijos knygas, 1§ jy vieng vaikams. Ver¢ia 1§ angly
kalbos grozing literattira, poezija.

Zindyvé

Zindyve dirbau svetimam kraste
Prie grazaus kaip persikas — juodaakio vaiko —
Né Zodzio nemokédama iStarti tos Salies kalba
Su mazyliu kalbédama sava gimtaja

bet jis

Dar nekalbg¢jo

Keisti tévai stebéjausi matydama juos valanda per dieng
Kai jie mégino kiidikj pasnekinti paglostyt pamyluoti
Jo pirmutiniai Zodziai bus ne tie

kuriy taip nekantraudami jie laukia

Pla¢iam pasaulyje su banky operacijom ir muitiném
Mana kalba iStirps kaip sniegas nuo drabuziy

Neatstatysi jos kaip skydo

Ja uzdaram koledZe draugui laiSko neraSysi

Tuomet kodél

Zindyve pasirinko jie mane



Galbiit jie sugeba jvertinti kity kalbos gimtosios grozi
O miisy ausiai prie kalbos jpratusiai jau nieko
Nesako savaiminis svaigumas
Grazi ir tiek
Grazi todél kad ji gimtoji
O visa kita téra provincialumas

kad ir Provanse

Tautvyda MARCINKEVICIUTE
(Lithuania)

v —

and literature at the Kaunas branch of the University of Vilnius. She worked for a time as
a guide in Kaunas Travel Bureau. She has published eight books of poetry and one book
of poems for children. She translates poetry and prose from English.

THE WET NURSE

I have nursed the black-eyed baby of an alien country
Beautiful as a peach

Knowing not a word of that country's language
Talking to my baby in my native tongue

Even before he was able to speak.

His parents, strangers dropping in
To spend an hour with baby,
Touch and hug him,

When they try to talk though,

His first words seem not to be
Those they impatiently await.

In the wide world of law and money

My language melts as snow from clothes,

Will not protect as love or armor can.

Away at school you will not use it even
to write your friend.

Then why choose me

as baby's nurse?

Maybe they value in another language

Something we, used to that speech, no longer hear
its natural beauty.



Beautiful that's all
Beautiful because native —
As in Provencal
the beauty of Provence.

Translated from the Lithuanian by Julie Kane and Manly Johnson

Rezignacija

Paryzius prarado savo magneting trauka lyg jaunas meiluzis,

kurio nebepajégiu islaikyti, naudodamasi atgyvenusiy ginkly arsenalu:
tik ijkvépiu jo nebléstant] aromata, pasilikusj ant prisiminimy pagalves,
nes dabar jis laisvas nuo mano beprotiskos meilés iSpirmojo Zvilgsnio
ir pavyduliavimo visoms laimingoms varzovéms,

kraunancioms sunkius gelezimi apkaustytus raudonus

lagaminus, kad skriste skristy pas ji;

nebenoriu j Paryziy, sakau visiems mirStantiems dé¢l Paryziaus,
Tik noriu surikiuot savo mintis ir jausmus taip, kad
jos i8siraizgyty taip pat frivoliskai kaip gatvésParyZiaus plano voratinkly,
Kad kas nors kitas jose atpazinty Paryziy ir jj savyje;
Nes Paryzius yra ypatinga dvasiné biisena, net jeigu tikrovéj jo ir néra:
jsivaizduok, jog krenti i§ dangaus bet kur, o geriausia — Tévyné;,
ir astrus Eifelio smaigas
visam laikui
perveria tavo Sirdj.

Resignation

Paris has lost its magnetism, like a young lover
who requires more fire than my old-fashioned arms can muster:
I merely inhale his scent that lingers perpetually on the
pillow of my longings,
now that he is free from my insane first-sight love
and from my jealousy of all my lucky rivals
who are packing their iron-heavy red trunks
hoping for a hasty flight to him;

but unlike you who would die for it, I no longer want Paris.

I want only to make of my thoughts and feelings a mosaic

after the manner of the frivolously woven streets mapped in
the web of Paris,

so that someone else can see Paris in them and in himself.

Whether or not it exists in reality, Paris is an exceptional



spiritual state:
picture yourself falling from heaven anywhere, though ideally
in your homeland,
and the Eiffel knife
forever
transfixing your heart.

EPITAFIJA MIRUSIAM KUDIKIUI
1

Akmeninis kiidikis su angelo sparnais,

Kurie matomi tik i$ uznugario, neuzstojant alyvy lapams.
Keturiy ménesiy. Lyja. Tusc¢ias suoliukas tenai,

O atrodo abu tévai tebesédi prie lopsio — kapo.

11

Jis dar neiSmoko kalbéti, o jau turi
Susikalbéti su mirusiais, tad Zino daugiau
Uz gyvuosius, nse biidamas vienatiiris

IS amzinatvés prasSo to, ka jau baigiau.

111
Akmeninis berniukas su angelo sparnais,
Siek tiek didesnis uz keturiy ménesiy kidikj (nuogas

Putlus ktinelis su meniskai iSskobta bambute):

Kapiniy vienatvéje — nei diiseles aplink.
Tik lietus.

Ir staiga kazkas atima zad3.

EPITAPH FOR A DEAD INFANT
1

Stone infant with an angel's wings,

Seen from behind, obscured by olive leaves.
Four months. An empty bench. It's raining.
Both parents sitting at the nursery — grave.

111



He cannot yet speak, though he must learn

To converse with the dead. An only child, he knows more
Than the living, because he calls on

Eternity to give what I cannot offer.

111

Stone infant with an angel's wings,
a little bigger than a four-month-old (naked
chubby body with a finely chiseled navel):

In the solitude of the graveyard — no one’s soul.
Only the rain.

And suddenly something takes away words.

Laiskas Sylvijai Plath
1995 gruodzio 1 d.
Mieloji Silvija,

raSau Tau tokig pat atSiaurig ziemg kaip tada, kai
greitosios pagalbos automobilyje
vir§ Taves pasilenké Thanatos ir a§ nezinojau,
kaip atrodo Eros, budama tik asStuoneriy.
UZtat dabar esu aStuoneriais metais vyresné uz Tave
ir tam, kad suprasciau Tavo pasitraukimag
18 Sio beprotisko Casino, ant kurio ruletés
uzstatomi ne tik pinigai ir $§lové, bet ir nicko
nejtariantys gretimame kambaryje
miegantys kudikiai, apsikabing pliusinius pléSrinus,
iSver¢iau Tavo eilérasc¢ius: supratau, jog Tu sugebédavai
egzistuoti, jau i8 toli zvelgdama
] save, —
lyg Sis kasdienis pasaulis tebiity avilys,
1§ kurio sklindantys nesuvokiami lotyniski skiemenys traukty
Tave lyg jo savininkg — Cezarj .
Gal gali atsakyti, kodél ir mane
dury girgztel¢jimas gretimame kambaryje
pus¢ astuoniy ryto,
brékstant,



sugrazina | avilj, | patj bi¢iy spieciy,
ir a§ nebesuprantu $io tarptautinio pokalbio su juodu
telefono karstu — tarp Taves ir mangs.

LETTER TO SYLVIA PLATH

1 December 1995
Dear Sylvia,

I write you in as harsh a winter as when
in an ambulance
Thanatos leaned over you, and I didn't know
what Eros looked like, since I was only eight.
But I am eight years older now than you were then,
and in order to understand your departure
from this crazy Casino, on whose roulette wheel
depend not only money and glory, but even
completely unsuspecting in the next room
sleeping infants, hugging their stuffed predators,
I translated your poems: I understood that you were able
To exist, already looking at yourself
from a distance, —
as if this everyday world were a bee box,
from which burning unintelligible Latin syllables would draw
you like its owner — Caesar.
Maybe you can tell me also
why the sound of the door to the next room opening
at half past seven,
at dawn,
returns to the bee box, to the swarm itself,
and I can’t understand this international conversation
through a black
telephone coffin — between you and me.

Translated from the Lithuanian by the author and H.L.Hix

LAIMES IKEBANA

Ta pacia dieng, kuomet pries septyniolika milijardy mety a$ atéjau pas savo
Mokytoja Sniega, maza rausvaskruosté septyniolikmeté mergaite, studijuojanti
gélininkyste, tam, kad Jis perduoty man savo patyrima, kaip sudélioti Laimés ikebana,
zavincig orchidéjy bendrabiivio groZziu ir skleidzian¢ig vos uzuodziama aromata, ta pacia
diena, tik po septyniolikos milijony mety ir mane aplanké aukstas dailus septyniolikmetis



studentas, prisipazings jog laikags mane savo Mokytoja, tad, nors abi mano rankos buvo
uzimtos (ant jy saldziai kudikiskai knirké berniukas Kajus ir mergaité Gerda), as
supratau, jog neturiu teisés sustoti pusiaukeléje, zvarby vasarij, uzsaldziusj soduose visas
begonijas ir mirtas, nes komponuoti ikebanas as galiu bet kur, net ant lango stiklo savo
kvépavimu, vos prisiliesdama ltipomis prie Salto pavirSiaus, nes tai, kas manyje buvo
paséta mano Mokytojo, jau sulapojo mano pacios Mokinyje — gélés, be kuriy
nejsivaizduojama miisy ilgai ieSkota Laimés ikebana.

THE IKEBANA OF HAPPINESS

On the same day when, seventeen million years ago, a small girl with red cheeks,
seventeen years old and studying floriculture, I came to my Teacher Snow to learn the art
of composing the Ikebana of Happiness, charming people with the beauty of massed
orchids and its subtle fragrance; on the same day, only seventeen million years later, |
was visited by a tall and elegant seventeen-year-old boy who declared me to be his
teacher, so that even though both of my arms were occupied (the boy Caius and the girl
Gerda sweetly whimpering on them), I realized that I had no right to stop halfway
through harsh February, which had frozen the begonias and myrtles, because I could
compose ikebanas anywhere, even by breathing on a window glass, scarcely touching its
cold surface with my lips, since what had been sown in me by my teacher had already
come into leaf in my pupil — flowers, without which the elusive Ikebana of Happiness
would be unimaginable.

DEIMANTU KASYKLA

Kaip sunku i8siskirt su draugais (lyg gaisriné masina visu greiciu tebelekia
nepabaigiamas pokalbis, tebertksta peleniné su jy paliktomis nuoriikomis), akimirka
delsi prie§ imdamasis plauti puodukus su, rodos, ka tik garavusia kava, kad uz skverno
sulaikytum bent jy buvimo iliuzija su liipy Siluma ant puoduko krasty: zodziai lyg
voveres, Sokingjancios nuo lupy ligi klausos Saky —

juos reikia regéti, gérétis jy eiklumu ir grakStumu, bergzdziai stengiantis prie jy
prisiglausti — net stinus, jau apsivilkes uniforma, vaikosi juos ligi paskutinés minutes,
rizikuodamas paveluot | mokykla, - taip, dar jmanoma imtis smulkiy gudrybiy, kad ir vél
jie prisésty prie stalo, be jokios prievartos, nuosSirdziai jtemp¢ visg démes;j, laikinai
pamirse savo grandiozinius dienos sumanymus, j kuriuos ruosiasi stacia galva pasinerti: ir
juokdamasis ligi asary staiga pasijunti paciu turtingiausiu Zmogumi pasaulyje, apibertu jy
Sirdies ametistais ir proto smaragdais, suvokdamas, jog didziausia deimanty kasykla ir
yra draugyste.

THE DIAMOND MINE



How difficult it is to part with friends (the endless conversation still running like a
fire truck at full speed, their cigarette butts burning in the ashtray): you linger a moment
before beginning to wash the cups of just-evaporated coffee, hoping to evoke an illusion
of their presence from the cup brims warmed by their lips: words like squirrels, jumping
from lips to the branches of ears —

You must see them, enjoy their nimbleness and grace, try in vain to cuddle with
them — even the son, already dressed in his school uniform, chases them until the last
minute, risking being late again — yes, it is still possible to trick them into sitting down at
the table again, to command their full attention, so that they forget the grandiose projects
of the day into which they will soon be plunging; and, laughing until tears form, suddenly
you feel yourself to be the richest person in the world, strewn with the amethysts of their
hearts and the emeralds of their minds, understanding that friendship is the greatest of all
diamond mines.

INTELEKTUALINIAI MALONUMALI
Harvey L. Hix ui

Intelektualiniai malonumai, man regis, lengviausiai pasiekiami be seksualiniy santykiy:
taciau vyras negali visg laika tik skaityti. Hester
Lynch Thrale Piozzi

1

Noréciau biiti viena 1§ meiluziy
Jo eiléraStyje apie tai, jog jeigu
tik jy turéty, Jis atsivesty Sias
savo moteris | studija
tam, kad pavaiSinty jas Jack Daniels;
Jo santuokinis gyvenimas biity laimingas,
mano — taip pat,
bet Siurpuliukai kaip aistros adatos
daigstyty musy kiinus,
susikibusius filosofiniame gince apie Soren Kierkegaard:
ar gali atsizadéjes moterystés ir neturintis vaiky mastytojas
suvokti Abraomo pasiruoSimg stinaus aukai,
jeigu is jo to reikalauja Dievas,
kuris vienintelis mus tuo metu ir tematyty.
Todél, dievazi, intelektualinis malonumas
bty didesnis uz kiiniskaji ir mums.

11

Bidama Jo Zzmona, didziuociausi
tokiais intelektualiniais pastebéjimais,



kuriuos atveria tik glaudziausias kiiny rysys. Filosofija
bty gelezis, o magnetas — meilé. Dviejy vienas kitam skirty
Zzmoniy buvimas, nutviekstas rySkios iSminties liepsnos.
Neprieinamas dubleriams. Arba falsifikatams.
Tik Jam ir Jai netgi ligi apatiniy riiby sureikSminimo,
parinkimo jy komplektams malonybiniy zodeliy,
jgaunanciy filosofines prasmes
Doxa, Begriff, Sfaira,
kai vienas mylintysis sugeba dZiaugtis steb¢jimu,
laukdamas lovoje kito nuogo kiino prisiglaudimo.
Ir toks laiko praleidimas atrodo Auksc¢iausiojo
mums skirta kompensacija uz tai,
jog gimstame ir mirStame ne kartu.

1998.X11.03

INTELLECTUAL PLEASURES
For Harvey L. Hix

Intellectual pleasures are achieved most readily without sex; but a man can’t read all the
time.
Hester Lynch Thrale Piozzi

L.

I would like to be one of the women

in the poem about taking imagined mistresses
to his studio

and treating them to Jack Daniels.

His marriage would be happy;

mine, t0o.

But shivers like needles of passion

would pierce our bodies

as we argued about Soren Kierkegaard:

Can an unmarried, childless philosopher
understand what it’s like to be Abraham,
preparing to sacrifice his son,

when the same God who sees us together
demands it of him?

That’s why, for God’s sake,

intellectual pleasures would exceed the physical
for us, too.

II.



Were I his wife, [ would be proud of such
intellectual observations,

revealed through the close relationship of bodies.

Philosophy would be iron, and magnet — love.

Two people devoted to each other,

lit up by the bright flame of wisdom —

you can’t duplicate that, can’t fake it.

For such a couple, everything is important,

from their underwear

to their choice of pet names for each other —
Doxa, Begriff, Sfaira —

which carry a philosophical aura.

When one of the lovers, waiting in bed

to snuggle up to the other naked body,

is content just to be watching,

this way of spending time
seems like the Almighty’s compensation

for their separate births and deaths.

Translated by Julie Kane

Bob HANSSON
(Sweden)

Bob Hansson, poet and performer, was born in 1970 on a little ship. He was
carried to land in a bread basket. This is not a poem. This is real event. After
this, things got quite boring until 1998 when his first poetry collection
appeared, Heja Virlden! (Go World Go!). Since then four more books and two
CD’s have appeared. Since the beginning of the 90s, Bob has been touring
around performing his poetry. He has a faithful and wide-range of readers. He
has been performing in churches, rock festivals, libraries, and for different
ministers. He has collaborated with a wide range of musicians — Thastrom,
Flech Qvartet and the Institute of High speed art, techno-djs, and jazz

musicians.

(utan titel
fran halleluja liksom)

Du ror 1 diskhon,
ljudet
har rort sig lite till vénster



sen igdr
belastningen &r inte rittvis

rorsel

du sitter uppgiven stoltung
det finns helt enkelt ingen lust
pintrakiga tankar, livet
mest som i vigen,

skitvigen

sa kommer den

fran vénstra benet

en lust att resa sig upp

en kénsla om kaffe eller kanske
ett dopp vore gott den

forsta tonen i en sang, en
transithall

det vore roligt med en segelbat

kan man tinka, kénna, resa sig upp 1,
fonstersta vid blothavet tinka
vagor och annat skoj

sedan ga in igen
sitta

men pa ett helt annat vis.

Bob HANSSON
(Svedija)

Bobas Hanssonas, poetas, skaitovas, gimé¢ 1970 mazame laivelyje ir buvo iSnestas |
krantg duonos krepSyje. Tai ne poezija, o tikras faktas. Po to viskas vyko gana nuobodziai
iki 1998, kai pasirodé jo pirmoji knyga, o po to dar keturias ir du CD. Nuo 1990 jis visur
gastroliuoja skaitydamas savo poezijg ir turi nemazai klausytojy. Jis yra skaites
baznyciose, roko festivaliuose, bibliotekose bei jvairiems ministrams, bendradarbiavo su
jvairiais muzikantais, dziazmenais, techno didz¢jais.

(be pavadinimo
iS aleliuja taip sakant)

sudrumsc¢iu kriaukle,



garsas
kazkiek pasislinko kairén
nuo vakar

negailestingai perkrauta

sujuda

tu sédi supasaves sunkus it kédé
jokio noro néra judet
mintys nuobodzios lig skausmo, gyvenimas tau
stovi skersai kelio,
Sudkelelio

taip ateina jis —

i$ kairiosios kojos

kyla noras stotis,

potraukis kavai gal dar jljsti
vandenin biit nieko

kaip pirmas tonas dainoj,
tranziting salé

jauciu visai neblogai biit

burinis laivas, manau, jame iSsizergti
stovéti langu j Slapjure riis¢iai
bangas diimoti kitas smagybes

irgi vel sugrjzti
vidun sédéti

bet jau visai kitaip.

(utan titel, fr. halleluja liksom)

Frid till hela vérlden ska komma. Men forst ndgot annat. Lite tjat. Lite trotthet. Och
motsatsen. Nagon som byggde linbana . Ndgon som at havreflarn och aldrig gav sig!
Négon som hogg huvudet av sin dlskare sé fort de latsades. Bdltet fullt av skalper. . .
Négon som tvinnade gangbro mellan den du 4r och den du drommer dig som. En
forlatelse. Lite borjor. Skapelser.

Jag kommer ihdg nir jag var liten. Som om jag inte kunde hélla mig. Jag vaknade tidigt
pa morgnarna, smet ut i pyjamas som for att dagen inte skulle trottna och ge sig ivdg. En
gang blev jag bajsnodig. Jag visste inte riktigt vad jag skulle gora. Hem var langt och
trakigt bort. D& fanns det en grop i gatan. Nadgot med ror kanske som skulle bytas eller
ordnas. Bajsgrop. Rorbytesjobbarna blev till sig nir dom sag hur jag duktigkrystade i



jobbgropen. Dom tjoade och frigade var jag bodde. Hemma. Sa jag da. Jag bor dir
hemma ... Da tog dom upp mig och bar dit mig. Mamma tackade och tog emot och
fragade om dom ville ha lite kaffe. Det ville dom. Dom satt i koket och skrattade. Min
mamma var blond och négra ar 6ver tjugo. De tyckte att hon hade en jéttefin kaffekokare.
Det hade hon.

Det var en bra dag ...

(be pavadinimo, i§ aleliuja taip sakant)

Ramybé apims pasaulj. Bet pirmiausia kas kita. Siek tiek tauskaly. Siek tiek nuovargio. Ir
atvirksciai. Kazkas staté pakilimo taka. Kazkas valgé avizinius sausainius ir niekad
nepasidavé! Kazkas nukirto savo meiluziui galva, kai tik abu émé apsimetinéti. Skalpais
nukabinétas dirzas... Kazkas nupyné virvinj tiltelj tarp to, kas esi, ir to, kas esi svajonése.
Atleidimas. Siek tiek pradziy. Kiriniy.

Pamenu, kai buvau mazas. Lyg nebii¢iau galé€jes susituréti. Pabusdavau rytg anksti,
iSsmukdavau su pizama, atseit, kad diena neiSsekty ir nei$sinesdinty. Kartg uzsinor¢jau
kakoti. Nezinojau, kaip elgtis. Namai buvo be galo toli. Gatv¢j tada pasitaiké tokia duobé.
KaZkas atsitiko vamzdZziams, — tur¢jo juos keisti ar lopyti. Kakaly duobé. Vamzdziy
keit¢jai labai pralinksméjo, pamate mane Sauniai stenantj darbo duobé¢j. Jie Stikavo ir
klausingjo, kur gyvenu. Namie. Atsakiau tada. AS gyvenu ten, namie... Tada jie mane
pakélé ir nunes¢ ten. Mama padékojo, perémé mane ir paklausé, ar jie nenoréty iSgerti
kavos. Jie noréjo. Sedéjo virtuvéje ir juokavo. Mama buvo blonding, jai buvo virs
dvidesimt. Jie gyr¢, saké, kad ji turi grazy kavavirj. Taip, tikrai turi. Tai buvo gera
diena...

andas. (fr, Lugna Puckarnas Mosebok, muntligt redigerad version)

andas dr som att vilja
att kyssa en frimling i nacken och sedan bara siga
hoppsan

andas dr som att vilja
aka en hallplats langre &n brukligt
se NySyner, MjukHangla med livet sdga wow!

andas dr som att dansa sig in

1 tagkupeen sjunga dit hela javla viarlden genom dppenfonstret
bjuda finméinniskan pa pralin eller draumbuie, sdga

tjena, taggrannen!

andas dr som att aktivera dagen

gora det man inte tidigare gjort som att
lagga sig raklang pa chefens skrivbord
bara for att be honom massera ens



innanlar

storstrunta i loneforhdjning nu, chefen
jag dr lite spdnd, lite spdnd i
innanldren.”

och hur han med sin goehdngmage sina
fallskdrmsavtalsfingrar borja boja boja
sig fram och mjukgor...

andas som att svélla som att

ndr man velat hdngla med nagon sa odndligt 1ange
utan att ha fatt det, hur man

anstrangt sig, kopt keps

blivit full pd besvirliga diskotek

inte fatt det minsta smek eller ston

hur man kan ga ut pd grasmatta da

hur man med sina egna hénder kan knippa upp
dra ner byxor till fotknolar

boja sitt anus mot solen séga kor,

sdga kor solen kor!

andas som att bli sig som att
redan andra dagen pa sitt chefsjobb
-som man far om man blir lite man och gubbe
blir lite ljushyad lite svenskdopt —
redan andra dagen resa sig upp i lunchmatsal
skrika faen
nu blev jag sa dar
nervos igen
till godtanten nickar sitt
tillstand for sprodhet
sedan ramla ihop dir under kuttbullsbordet
andas lugna puckar genom lungorna, tinka

“hér ligger jag och duger.”

kvépuoti. (iS Ramiaky Mozés knygos, ZodZiu redaguota versija)

kvépuoti — tai tartum tyc¢ia
pabuciuoti svetimo kakla, po to pasakyti
ups

kveépuoti — tai kaip nutarti
vaziuoti viena stotele toliau nei jprasta



matyti Naujas Vizijas, Svelniai Glamzytis su gyvenimu, sakyti vau!

kveépuoti — tai kaip Sokio Zingsniu jsisukti

1 traukinio kupé, iSdainuoti visg prakeikta pasaulj pro atvirg langa,
vaiSinti ory zmogy asorti arba draumbuie, sakyti

labutis, traukinio kaimyne!

kvépuoti — tai kaip uzvesti dieng

daryti tai, ko anksc¢iau nedarei, tai — kaip
i$sitiesti ant Sefo raSomojo stalo

su prasymu, kad jis tik pamasazuoty tau
tarpkojj

Sefe, spjauk tu j tq algos pakélimg dabar

as truputj jsitempes, truputj jsitempes

tarp kojy.”

ir kaip jis savo minks$tu nukarusiu pilvu, savo
riebiais iSeitinés paSalpos pirStais ima lenktis lenktis
ir maigyti...

kvépuoti — tai kaip tinti, tai tarsi taip

kai nori su kuo nors glamzytis be galo, be krasto,
bet to negauni, o Sitaip

stengeis, nusipirkai kepurg,

prisiliuobei slogiose diskotekose,

taip ir neragaves né menkiausios glamongs, dejonés

ir kaip iSeiti | pieva

savo rankomis atsisegioti

nuleisti kelnes ligi kulksniy

atsukti subine saulei ir pasakyti varyk
pasakyti varyk, saule, varyk!

kveépuoti — tai kaip darytis tokiu, kad

jau antraja darbo dieng Sefo poste

— kurj gauni, jei esi Sio to vertas vyras, Siek tiek diedas
esi Siek tiek Sviesiaodis, Siek tiek SvediSko kriksto —
jau antraja dieng atsistoti bufete per pietus

surikti po velniais

Stai ir veél

emiau nervintis

kol geroji teta pritarianciai linktels, duodama
leidimg pabti trapiam

po to susmukti ten, po meésos kukuliy stalu

siurbti ramiaka plauciais ir galvoti

“Cia guliu a$ ir esu tinkamas.”



Havreflarn. (fr Haleluja liksom)

Vi ska tycka om varandra
och det kommer att gé at helvete

det kommer att ga at helvete och det &r inget

vi kan gora nagot at

forutom att tycka om varandra ska vi gora

du kommer skrika at mig att jag ir en

slapp hora och jag drygsvarar att

dina knéskalar dr de slappaste jag ndgonsin sett

och vi kommer tycka om varandra

inte bara for himmelrike och puss och tvillingsjil och oj d& kénslan av rétt hela tiden
inte bara dirfor tycka om tycka om for det gor vi ju

nér du skdms for att jag healar maten

for att jag lider nar du bara vill sova

nér du hatar att jag inte hor vad du séger

ndr jag sprangs for att du sover med en man som bara dr kompis
nér bilen inte kringlar for att den inte ens finns

och att du tycker det dr mitt fel

eftersom jag inte ens har korkort

eller garage eller ens ritningar pa nagot

garage

och jag kommer inte begripa hur ndgon kan bli sa upprérd
over en liten kvarglomd flack och en dppelskrutt

DET VAR JU BARA EN APPELSKRUTT OCH HELVETE!

och vi kommer tycka om varandra ndr vi ér sa radda for att den andra
ska forsvinna att vi sjdlva funderar pé att hinna forst

och vi kommer tycka om varandra ndr vi forsvunnit

och angra oss

och komma tillbaka

och tycka att man inte vet

och latsas som man inte alls kommit tillbaka

eller att det ndgonsin varit egentligen sa gott med
jordgubbar och havreflarn

och vi kommer att tycka om varandra och vi kommer

att vilja spotta den andra rakt i ansiktet och

gréta ut vid fotterna och vi kommer gora det och vi kommer
tycka om varandra hela védgen in i det vi kommer

inte ha en chans kommer smélta rodna och dra ner
varandras byxor just nér jag skulle skrika SKIT

men angrade mig.

Vi kommer att forldta oss.



Vi kommer att rikta var sprodhet till en punkt sa skor att vi kommer skéra oss hela
och vi kommer &ta lassvis med havreflarn

tycka att det ar lite typiskt oss

lite som vigselring

eller likadana tatueringar pa halarna skulle vi

aldrig fa for oss men havreflarn

och élska vildigt 1dngsamt uppe pa garderoben

ramla ner oss

kort sagt ramla ner och sla oss

och tycka om oss

dnda in 1 motsatsen

dnda in 1 adjo och halld

liksom okeja varlden

att den fér finnas fast all troghet
och sprickorna pé faten

i kérleken

det kommer att ga it helvete
ocksa

men vi kommer att tycka om
varandra och en vacker dag
kanske

till och med oss sjélva ....

AviZziniai sausainiai. (i$ Aleliuja taip sakant)

Mes vienas kitam patiksime
ir visa kita nueis velniop

nueis velniop ir ¢ia mes nieko

negalime padaryti

iSskyrus patikti vienas kitam tg ir darysime

tu Sauksi ant manes kad esu

iSplerus keksé o as i8didziai atSausiu jog

tavo keliy girnelés yra labiausiai iSplerusios i§ man kada matyty
ir mes patiksime vienas kitam

ne tik dél dangaus karalystés ir bucinio ir sielos-dvynés ir vau-jausmo kaip viskas tobula
amziams

ne tik dél to patiksime vienas kitam nes juk mes tg darome

kai tau geéda kad uzkalbu maista

kad kankinuos kai tu nori tik vieno — miegoti

kai tu nekenti jog negirdziu kg sakai

kai as sprogstu kad miegi su vyru kuris neva tau tik draugas



kai maSina nestreikuoja nes jos i viso néra

ir kad tu manai jog tai mano kalté

nes neturiu net vairavimo teisiy

ar garazo ar net kokio nors garazo

bréziniy

o as nesuprasiu kaip kas nors gali biti taip susierzings

dél paliktos mazytés démelés ir obuolio nuograuzos

TAI JUK TIK VISO LABO OBUOLIO NUOGRAUZA PO VELNIAIS!

ir mes patiksime vienas kitam kai bijosime kad to kito
gali nelikti ir patys stengsimes spéti biti pirmi

ir patiksime vienas kitam kai dingsime

ir gailésimes

ir sugrjSime

ir désimes kad nezinome

ir apsimetinésime tartum visai nebiitume grjze

arba kad braSkés ir aviziniai sausainiai i§ tikryjy

tokie skaniis niekad nebuvo

ir mes patiksime vienas kitam ir norésime

spjauti vienas kitam tiesiai j veidg ir

i8siverkti prie kojy ir mes taip ir darysime ir mes
patiksime vienas kitam iki galo mes

neturésime progos mes tirpsime rausime ir smauksime
kelnes vienas kitam ir kai uZsinorésiu susukti SUDAS
a$ persigalvosiu.

Mes atleisime vienas kitam.

Mes nukreipsime savo trapuma j toki duzy taska kad visai susipjaustysim
ir $lam8im kalnais avizinius sausainius

manysime kad mums tai biidinga

lyg tai biity koks nors sutuoktuvinis ziedas

bet vienodos tatuiruotés ant kulny mums niekad
nesauty j galva o valgyt avizinius sausainius

ir mylétis labai létai ant drabuZiy spintos

nukristi zemyn

trumpai tariant nukristi ir susitrenkti

ir patikti vienas kitam...

iki paties priestaravimo

iki paties sudiev ir labas

taip sakant pritarti pasauliui

kad jis tegul sau biina nepaisant viso vangumo
ir jtriikiy sausainingj

ir meilégj

viskas nueis velniop
ir tai



bet mes patiksime vienas
kitam ir vieng grazig dieng
galbiit

netgi ir sau patiems ....

is tikryjy nereikia kesti
visy Zmoniy Sioje zeméje.

uztenka juos myléti.

15 svedy kalbos verté Liana Ruokyté

BRIAN JOHNSTONE
(Scotland)

Brian Johnstone, poet, arts manager, was born in Edinburgh in 1950. He published his
first collection of poems The Lizard Silence in 1996, a long poem Robinson: A Journey in
2000, and the collection Homing in 2004. He won the Poetry at the Fringe competition at
the Edinburgh Festival in 2003. Since leaving primary school teaching in 1977, he has
worked as a freelance writer, a creative writing tutor, and an arts administrator. He is
currently Director of StAnza: Scotland’s Poetry Festival, held annually in St Andrews.
He lives in Fife.

SENTIENCE

It is as if the thoughts you measure, try to grasp,
the words you think
you have held on to, are not there

but hover somewhere out of reach;
the way those constellations
that your eye can only focus on for seconds

vanish then,
until you catch them unawares
through sidelong glances, furtive snatches at the dark

that gives them back for moments:
as the mind does,
almost without prompting,

chancing on a place as tentative, as unknown
as the night sky that I gaze upon,



proportioned by the moon.

Paleochora/Halloween 2001

BRIAN JOHNSTONE
(Skotija)

Brian Johnsone gimé 1950 metais Edinburge, nuo 1996 mety isleido du eilérasciy
rinkinius ir poema. 2003 metais laiméjo Edinburgo festivalio Alternatyvinés poezijos
konkursa. 1997 metais metes mokytojavimg pradingje mokykloje, buvo laisvai samdomas
radytojas, kiirybinio ra§ymo mokytojas, meny vadybininkas. Siuo metu jis — Skotijos
poezijos festivalio Stanga, kasmet vykstancio St Andrewse, direktorius, gyvena Fife.

Jautrumas

Tai lyg minciy, kurias mastai, bandai suvokti,
ar zodziy, uz kuriy tareisi
besilaikas, nebiity Cia, lyg jie

kazkur pleventy nepasiekiami;
tai, kaip Zvaigzdynai tie, kuriuos tiktai
akimirkai pagauti gali tavo zvilgsnis,

dingstantys po to,
jei jy neuzklumpi staiga
akies kampu, i§ pasaly nesugriebi tamsoj,

akimirkai atgal negrazini:
kaip daro sgmone,
beveik pati savaime

uzeinanti vietas, tokias naujas ir nepazjstamas,
kaip $is nakties dangus, kurian zvelgiu,
ménulio padabintas.

SCRIPT

He'd tie them by their necks
with binder twine
his father slipped him from the shed,

watch mouse flesh stiffen, give up
what he knew of life



suspended from the fence: each skeleton

a minuscule perfection. And later,
with the rats, whose
worm-grooved tails a half-inch tack

fixed limp outside the byre, he'd study
transformation, till each
bright incisor grinned. In growing up

with vermin — weasels, stoats and more —
he'd learned them all
the hard way, strung up on a wire,

the thieves that flanked the killing ground
of Christ, the hoodie crow
they'd pinned spread-eagled on a rail

and planted in the margins of the yard.
There worms diced
meat and muscle for his robes,

the alpha and the omega,
each quill a black and feathered script,
his writing on the wall.

Rastas

Priristy uz kakly juos
knygrisSio Spagatu, kurj jo tévas
jbruko jam pasitrej,

ziurek — pelés kunelis stingsta, mesk
ka jis apie gyvenimg Zinojo
nukares nuo tvoros: kad griauciai kiekvieni

mazyté tobulybé. O véliau su Ziurkém
susmegusiom — jy uodegos it kirmiai
gal pusés colio smeigtuku prikaltos

prie tvarto sienos — studijuoty
pakitimus, iki kiekvienas
Sviesus dantis jam Syptels. Augdamas —



ir su pléSrunais — su zebenkstim, Sermuonéliais ir kitais —
visus i8tyré tuo paciu sunkiausiu
budu, padziautus ant vielos,

vagis kalnely Kristui i$ Saliy,
ir varng pilkaja su iSskéstais sparnais,
kurig prie skerslentés prismeige

jie isodino kiemo pakrasty.
Ten meté burtg kirminai
mésa bei raumeniu dél jo drabuzio,

dél alfos ir omegos,

kas plunksna, juodas bei sparnuotas rastas,
Jo uZrasas ant sienos.

A PROOF OF THE UISTS
Vaternish, Isle of Skye

Would a pencil, a ruler, a mapping pen
graph these islands

the way light and shadow,
scrolling their profile across the horizon,

show them today? Current and tide race,
cumulus, stratus

texture the page they glide upon,
while sunlight — sea reflected — streaks

like bog cotton tugged in the wind,
cutting the lines which swell

to peak after peak, each its own
distance away. Their bulk,

distilled to a thread
of low and lochan herded shore,

lies like a strap of bladder wrack
along the world's edge.

The pilot pen



steers the eye, the wake of thought,

draws the line across
the pupil and the iris, bites it, etches in.

Uisty planas
Vaternish, Skye sala

Ar pieStukas, liniuoté, kartografo plunksna
nubraizyty salas Sias

taip, kaip Sviesa ir Ses¢liai,
profilius jy riesdami vir§ horizonto,

Siandien jas rodo? Srovés ir greitas potvynis,
kamuoliniai ir sluoksniniai debesys

lapg iSraso, virSum kurio jie slenka,
kol saulé — atsimusus juroje — Svysteli

it pelkiy viksvos, banguojancios véjy,
perkerta linijas, kylancias

ketera po keteros, kiekvieng skirtingai
nutolusia. Jy daugybé

sutramdyta susispietusiy jlankéliy
iSraizyto kranto sitlo,

guli tarsi puslétyjy dumbliy juosta
iSilgai pasaulio briaunos.

Locmano plunksna
veda akj, minties kilvaterj,

ir linijg brézia
per vyzdj, rainelg, nukanda ja, isiéda.

PROJECTION

They've peeled this globe the way
you would an orange for a salad,



spread it till the continents
squeak. The spaces in between

they've pitched to our imaginations,
slipped the severed contours over

emptiness the map perceives as ice
trod by the boots of men, all bent

on exploration. Where no-one stands
is nebulous as ice flows, as suspect

as the tundra's firm disguise, seepage
from the pasting of image on to page

that kids us what is there. Our finger
stubs its tip against a snowdrift,

believes in solid ground. The atlas,
damp with our projections, conjures

Russia, Greenland, Arctic Canada,
grows them like a culture on a slide.

Projekcija

Nulupo gaublj jie kaip tu
miSrainei luptum apelsina,
iStiesino, net sugirgzdéjo
zemynai. O erdves tarp jy

1 miis vaizduotes sumeté,
atpléstus kontiirus uztrauké

ant tuStumos, kurig Zemélapis
ledynais laiko nupéduotais vyry,

juos tirti pasiryzusiy. Kur nieko
néra, ten miglos tarsi ledo srautai,

jtartini, kieta apgaulé tundros, démés
pro vaizda prasisunkusiy klijy



apgaunancios mus. PirSto galas
atsimusa ] pusnj, patikéjes

kieta zeme. Sis atlasas, sudrékes
nuo mis projekcijy, Stai atkeri

Grenlandijg, Kanados Siaure, Rusijg
augina jas it kulttiras ant stiklo.

HOMING
Blakeney, Norfolk

Although the dyke would seem to point us back
to where the walk began
we're lost

until these swans wing into view, heading,
we suppose, for somewhere
that this silt has not turned back to land

which they could walk on,
we could not
for fear of sinking to our knees. Our eyes

track every wing-beat as the wind
decides their course,
forces them to heel about, to tack against the gusts

that push them our way,
right above our heads. It's there
we see the glint of water flashing in their eyes,

hear the self-same wind
articulate each feather in their wings,
show us the way

determination works. They land on what we see
as scrubby grass, and only later
will identify as water,

fen that would have stopped us in our tracks
which lead now — boots on flint,
impacted soil — the way



the swans flew:
banked, oblique but homing
by some instinct, for the place they left behind.

Grijzimas
Blakeney, Norfolk

Nors damba, regis, rodé kelig mums,
i§ kur pradéjom zygj,
pasiklydom,

kol gulbés jvasnojo j akiratj, atrodé¢,
lekia kazkur tikslingai,
nes dumblas neatvirto dar Zeme,

kuria galéty vaikscioti,
mes irgi negalé¢jom
bijodami jsmukti iki keliy. Miisy akys

kiekvieng sparno judesj jy seké, véjas
pakeisti bandé skrydzio krypti
ir verté svyrinéti, keisti halsus, giisiams

jas varant miis keliu,
kaip sykis vir§ galvy. Ir Stai
mes regim blizgesj vandens jy akyse,

ta patj girdim véja,
kiekvieng plunksna jy sparnuos uzgaunanti,
parodantj mums kaip

pasiryzimas reiskiasi. Jos leidziasi ant to, kg mes
palaikome skurdzia Zole ir tik véliau
pamatome, jog tai vanduo,

o pelké, kuri buty mus sustabdziusi it jbestus,
dabar $tai veda — batai jau ant dumblo,
tik pédos lieka — tuo paciu keliu

kaip 1éké gulbés:
lankstais, jkypai, bet kreipiami kazkokio
instinkto ] tenai, i$ kur atskrido jos.



AMBER

When I looked inside the amber ... I could see in perfect detail the eye
of a fly who had looked out on a world that existed long before humans
evolved. David Attenborough

This stuff could be the memory of time,
the sleep it rubbed out of its eyes to catch
a flake of skin, an eyelash hundreds

of millennia ago. The look

it saves for us is frozen, glazed,

its meaning held suspended

like the beauty nesting in your hand

as lightly as the sunshine it contains.

And more: this beeswing flew in forests
that we now hew as coal, trod air

exhaled by nostrils we chip

fossilised from rock, the way

we find the amber bedded in the sand,
dust off accretions, polish it and stare

into an eye whose lens was focused on

a world before the spark of us had burned.

Gintaras

Pazvelges 1 gintaro vidy [...] kuo aiSkiausiai iki smulkiausiy detaliy iSvydau museés
akij, zvelgusig | pasaulj, egzistavusj gerokai pries tai, kai iSsivysté Zmongs.
David Attenborough

Tas krislas gali biiti laiko atmintis,

tai traiSkana, kurig jis iSsitryné, zvynas
odos, blakstiena pries Simtus
tukstan¢iy mety. Vaizdas, kurj mums
i$saugojo, iSaldytas, uZlietas,

su ateiciai prasme atidéta,

kaip $i grozyb¢, gulinti delne,

lengvai, kaip ji kad laiko saule.

Ir dar: $is sensparnis skrajojo miskuose,
kuriuos dabar kaip anglj kertam, mind¢ ora,
iSkvépta Snerviy, kur dabar fosilijom,
kapojam 1§ uoly mes panasiai,

kaip gintarg kad randam smélyje,



nuvalom apnasSas, nublizginam ir zitirim
akin, kurios vyzdziai pasaulj maté
kai musy kibirksties nebuvo dar jame.

Is angly kalbos verté Kornelijus Platelis

Christian KATT
(Austria)

Christian Katt, poet, artist, musician, was born in 1960 in Vienna. His works have been
published since 1984. He takes part in exhibitions often organized and composed by
himself. He has books of poetry and works called TextObjects and non-books.

mildestes.tal
fiir herta

schon zwischen orangen
und hunde bellen
gedeiht die gardenia
wird sie weiss blithn
der hahn ab 5 bis zu
zwanzig sekunden frequenz krachzt rechts
um die ecke
nicht aus beruflichen griinden
es geht nicht um die botschaft
sefior tourette schreit sich
ins tal an die menschen das
echo der frosche zerteilt
in viele stimmen die wut
mit hinein der ruhig
bleibende mitmensch
steht an der bar
und bestellt einen menschen
der weitergeht
im fernseher ist kein spiegel befestigt
man sagt es ist kalt oder warm
wer sich freuen kann freut sich

hermigua, den 28.1.2005

Christian KATT



(Austrija)

Christianas Kattas, poetas, dailininkas ir muzikantas, gim¢ 1960 m. Vienoje. Kiirybg
skelbia nuo 1984-yjy, dalyvauja parodose, be to pats jas organizuoja bei kuruoja. Graco
raSytojy susivienijimo (Grazer Autorenversammlung) bei keliy kity literatiiriniy
organizacijy narys. Keleto knygy, taip pat dalyky, apibiidinamy kaip TextObjekte bei
non-books, autorius.

Svelniausias. slénis
hertai

grazu tarp apelsiny
ir Sunys loja
vesi gardenija
baltai ji prazys
gaidys nuo 5 kas
dvidesimt sekundziy Svargzdzia deSingj
uz kampo
ne i§ profesiniy paskaty
tai juk ne zinia
senjoras tureté Saukia
slénio link ant Zmoniy
varliy aidas supjausto
pykti 1 daugel balsy
biciulis
iSlieka ramus
stovi prie baro
ir kvieciasi Zmogy
kurs né nesustoja
televizoriuje jokio veidrodzio
tiesiog sakoma Salta ar karsta
kas gali dziaugtis dZiaugiasi

hermigua, 2005.01.28.
flute

den lauf der dinge : iiberquer
blaualgen : blickdicht
dass dickicht : gedanken gidnge
hirn : wischt wolke
durchtrénkter : kopf
erinnert : diirre
herz sit : wolke



horbar : im augenschluss
unter : wasser
spiegelt der himmel : die atmung

potvynis

Jprasti dalykai : perkirsk
zydrieji dumbliai : nepermatomi
§i tankmé : minciy landos
smegenys : debesj skalbia
permirkus : galva
primena : sausrg
s¢ja Sirdis : debesj
girdimg : merkiant akis
po : vandeniu
danguj atsispindi : kvépavimas

falter aus wasser

nicht in wirme sich zitternd
wie liblich bisher
absonderlich lispelnde stimme
vom schirm
kein schluss mit den lidern
lass ruhig dich nieder
frost um die wimpern
pupillen
die schldfen noch nicht
unbeweglich
starr bilder auf 16sung
trage in sicht
zwirbelnd flirriges netz
haut aus kleinsten kristallen
synaptisch gerinnendes blitzen
vergebliches schmiegen
verfrorener punkte
flattriger sog
hauch auf kalte



vandens plastaké

ne | Silumg plazdanti
kaip buvo jprasta
savotiskai Snabzdantis balsas
nuo gaubto
neuzsivers vokai
ramiai tupk
Saltis apie blakstienas
vyzdzius
smilkiniai dar neatrodo
nejudriis
sustinge iSeities vaizdai
tingiai ] reginj
sukant raibuliuojantj lizda
oda 1§ maziausiy kristaly
sinaptiSkai kreSantis Zaibavimas
tuscias prisiglaudimas
susale taskai
neramus Ciulpimas
kvépavimas | Saltj

kunst. natiirlich wuerde
ich mit den gegenstinden
zeichnen oder den titeln
der mit den  gegenstinden gezeichneten bildern
muster der gegenstinde  bilden (beispielsweise: chamileon; das
etwa: mit dem schwanz des ausgestopften  tieres
der tusche eine spur ziehen
die fliche

menas. Zinoma a$

piesciau su objektais

arba su objektais

nupiesty paveiksly pavadinimais

kurciau objekty pavyzdzius

(pavyzdziui: chameleonas; tai

das
hief3e
aus
n



gal reiksty: iSkimsto
gyvino uodega briiksteli
zZyme plokStumoje

Is vokieciy kalbos verté Kestutis Navakas

Marcelijus MARTINAITIS
(Lietuva)

Marcelijus Martinaitis, poetas, eseistas, dramaturgas, vertéjas, gimé 1936 metais
Paserbentyje, Raseiniy rajone; 1964 Vilniaus universitete baigé lietuviy kalbg ir
literatiirg, dirbo laikras¢iy ir Zurnaly redakcijose, désté kiirybinj raSymag VU. ISleido 14
poezijos, 3 esé, 3 poezijos vertimy knygas, buvo pastatytos 3 jo pjesés. Jo eilérasciy
vertimy knygos iSleistos angly, Svedy, rusy, latviy, esty, ukrainieciy kalbomis. Yra pelngs
Nacionaling kultiiros ir meno bei Jotvingiy premijas.

IS rinkinio Tolstantis (2002)

* * *

Esu neapsaugotas nuo zodziy, —
Jie skverbiasi pro lango plySius,
IS TV, i$ kaimyny, i8 jstatymy,
IS eilérasciy.

Pateko jie  mane su Ziniom,

Su telefono skambugdiais, laiSkais.
Dar kitus nurijau su vaistais, druska,
Buvo jmusti | mane.

Dar kiti manyje pasiliko

Glaudziantis, glostant,

Buvo jspausti lipom, delnais,

Ikalbeéti,

Buvo tokiy, kurie kabinosi kaip dagiai.

Kitus jtraukiau su cigaretém,
Su kvepalais, knygy dulkém,
Nurijau su vynu.

Daiktuose bandau apciuopti Zodzius,
Jausti juos pirstais, delnais,
Laikant rankas prie smilkinio,



Matyti juos sriivancius i$ akiy,
Dar jy balsus neistarus.

Esu pilnas Zodziy.

Su jai nuolat kg nors veikiu:

Juos jungiu laikais, giminém, nutyl¢jimais:
Juos atmintis varinéja greic¢iau

Negu kraujg Sirdis.

Pagaliau

Esu labiau zodziai:

Jais toliau ir geriau matomas ir girdimas,
Negu mato mane i8 tikryjy.

O eiliuojant daznai jie uzsidega
Ir mane ryskiai apSviecia —

Kas tada priart¢ja,

| mane meta ir meta zodzius —
Kaip malkas

I liepsnojantj lauza.

Marcelijus MARTINAITIS
(Lithuania)

Marcelijus Martinaitis, poet, essayist, playwright, translator, was born in 1936 in
Paserbentis, Raseiniai district. He graduated from Vilnius University in 1964, where he
studied Lithuanian literature. Later, he worked in newspapers and magazines and taught
creative writing at Vilnius University. He has published 14 books of poetry, three of
essays, three of poetry translations, and three of his plays have been staged. Translations
of his poetry were published in English, Estonian, French, Latvian, Norwegian, Polish,
Russian, Swedish, and Ukrainian. He was awarded the National Prize for Culture and

Arts and the Jotvingiai Prize.

From the collection The Receding (2002)

* * *

I am not protected against words —
They penetrate through window cracks,

From the TV, from the neighbors, from laws,

From poems.

They found their way into me with the news,

With telephone rings, letters.



Others I swallowed with medicine, salt,
Were beaten into me.

Still others remained in me

Embracing, caressing,

Were pressed in with lips, palms,

Talked in,

There we those that hung on like thistles.

Others I inhaled with cigarettes,
With perfumes, book dust,
Swallowed with wine.

In things I try to make words tangible,
Feel them with my fingers, palms,
Pressing my hands against my temples,
See them pouring out of my eyes
Before I utter their sounds.

I am full of words.

I always do something with them:

I connect them by tenses, genders, silences:
Memory drives them faster

Than the heart drives blood.

Finally

I become words:

I am better seen and heard through them
Than I am in fact seen.

And when I write poems they burn
And illuminate me clearly —
Whoever draws close then

Throws and throws words at me —
Like wood

Onto a flaming fire.

PELIU RUDUO

Artéjant rudeniui

Ypac jy padaugéja.
Katinas Sigma

Atnesa vos tik pagauta,

Gyva,



Su drégnais nuzjstais speneliais.

ISpléses jam iS nasry
Gyvinu ir paleidziu.

O vakare,
Vakare prie urvelio
Pastatau spastus.

The Autumn of Mice

As fall approaches

They especially increase in number.
My cat Sigma

Brings one just freshly caught,
Alive,

With moist sucked out nipples.

Tearing it from her jaws
I revive it and let it go.

And in the evening,
In the evening near the hole,
I set a trap.

IS rinkinio K.B. Itariamas Marcelijus Martinaitis (2004)
K.B.: ESU ITARIAMAS

Moteris, sédéjusi Salia,

Pasislenka, kita perséda taip, kad nepazvelgciau.
Sprunka patamsy kelio paklaustas praeivis,
Skubiai perbéga gatve kate, pievoj

Pasibaido arklys, nuskrenda bité, plastake,
Mikliai pasprunka pelyte.

Voveré i$ vir§iines pazvelgia taip,

Lyg esu ¢ia nebitinas.

Turiu dokumentus, neteistas,
Be revolverio, beveik be mincéiy.

Tik parazitai, visokie vabzdziai,
Musés bei kirminai ropoja per veida,
Lenda j burna, j nos;j,



Geria krauja.

Kur pasisuku, kas nors slepiasi, béga,
Itariai zitiri, sukliista, apsimeta, nutyla:
Galiu juos sugauti, sutrypti, padaryt gala.

Esu jtariamas, kad galiu buti skerdikas,
Prievartautojas, herbariumy sudarinétojas,
Girtuoklis, neurotikas, maniakas, kiSenvagis,
Gyviiny nuodytojas, Sungaudis, lytinis iSkrypélis,
Buves agentas,

Pabéges i$ kaléjimo.

Tiems zvéreliams, moterims, bitéms
Nieko nereiskia, kad turiu dokumentus,
Neteistas, skaitau Sv.Rasta,

Medituoju eilérasciais, grazinu skolas,
Laiku moku mokescius,

Myliu artimg ne maziau kaip patj save.

Tik neSiojuosi nezinoma kalt¢ visam,
Kas gyva, kas gimsta ir Zliva,

Kas gieda, litdi ar kencia:

Kur tik pasisuku, lieka vien tuStumos,
Kaip velnio nugrauztos ganyklos.

From the collection K.B. Suspect Marcelijus Martinaitis (2004)
K.B.: I Am Suspected

A woman, sitting alongside,

Moves over, another changes her seat so I can’t see her.
A passer-by asked for directions runs off,

A cat quickly crosses the street, in the grass

A horse takes fright, a bee flies off, a butterfly,

A mouse darts away.

A squirrel looks at me from up high

As if I am not needed here.

I have documents, have never been convicted,
Without a revolver, almost without thoughts.

Only parasites, all sorts of bugs,
Flies and maggots creep across my face,
Crawl into my mouth, my nose,



Drink my blood.

Wherever I turn, someone hides, runs,
Looks suspiciously, listens, feigns, grows silent:
I could catch them, trample them, cause their end.

I am suspected that I could be a murderer,

A rapist, a maker of herbariums,

A drunk, a neurotic, a maniac, a pick-pocket,

A poisoner of living things, a dog catcher, a sexual pervert,
A former agent

Who has escaped from jail.

It doesn’t matter to those creatures, women, bees
That I have documents,

Haven’t been convicted, read the Holy Scriptures,
Meditate in poetry, put away my debts,

Pay my bills on time,

Love my neighbor no less than myself.

I only bear an unknown guilt for everything
That lives, that is born and dies,

That sings, mourns or suffers:

Wherever I turn only emptiness remains,
Like meadows gnawed away by the devil.

K.B. GIRDI PASLAPTINGUS GARSUS

Tai iStiko mane vieng naktj —
Ejau neapsviesta miesto gatve

Ir staiga iSgirdau kudikio verksma
Tarsi po kojom, $alia,

IS kanalizacijos Sulinio.

Patikrinau Siuksliy dézes,

Apzitir¢jau konteinerius —

Ir neradau, i$ kur sklinda tas verksmas
(dabar biina daug pamesty kudikiy).

Negal¢jau suprast, kas su manim darosi.
Net pagalvojau,

Jog tai kaZkokios iSdaigos,
Instaliacijos...

Po kiek laiko pradéjau suvokti,



Jog tas balsas
Sklinda i§ pasulio gelmiy.

Veéliau jis visur man pradéjo kartotis:
Nuolat émiau jj girdét ausyse,
Telefono ragelyje,

Rakinant duris,

Klozete nuleidziant vandenj,

O ypac ta verksma girdziu,

Kai moterys eina pro $alj —
Tikriausiai jis sklinda i$ js¢iy.

IS visur ji girdZiu;

IS paveiksly, 1§ skulptiiry,

IS poezijos, 1§ meilés dainy,

IS konteineriy ir vandentiekio vamzdziy.

Taip man atsivére klausa
Girdéti negimusius —
Pilnas pasaulis jy verksmo.

Baisu o baisu biiti negimusiam,
Baisiau negu mirti.

K.B. Hears Secret Sounds

This is what happened to me one night —
I was walking down an unlit city street
And suddenly heard an infant’s cry

As if beneath my feet, alongside,

From under the manhole cover.

I checked the trashcans,

Looked through the containers,

And did not find where that cry was coming from
(There are many discarded infants these days).

I couldn’t understand what was happening to me.
I even thought

It was some kind of trick,

The installations. ..

After a while I began to understand
That that voice
Was coming from the depths of the world.



Later I began to hear it everywhere:
I constantly heard it in my ears,

On the telephone,

While locking the doors,

Flushing the water in the toilet,
And I especially hear that cry
When women pass me by —

It most likely comes from wombs.

I hear it from everywhere:

From paintings, from sculptures,
From poetry, from love songs,
From containers and water mains.

That’s how my ears came
To hear the unborn —
The world is full of their cries.

Horrible o how horrible it is to be unborn,

More horrible than to die.

Translated by Jonas Zdanys

Mariya MARTYSEVICH
(Belarus)

Mariya Martysevich, poet, essayist, translator, was born in 1982 in Minsk. In 2004 she
graduated from the State University of Belarus and continues her postgraduate studies of
literature there. In 2005, she took a degree from the College of Belarus. Translations of
hers have been published from English (Edward Lear), Polish (B. Le$mian, K. I.
Galczynski), Russian (Y. Brodski), Ukrainian (S. Zadan, V. Neborak), Czech (A. Bajaja,

J. Kolaf, J. Topal). She lives in Minsk.

BARBARA RADZIWIL'S LIVEJOURNAL
(VpoIYKi 36 iIHMIPHIM-03EHbHIKY ~barbara_r)

1.

3aneprae cTaroa3ba3saMi Tapo

ciBoii xa3zapki. 3HOY (papOyro ByCHBI
y midue 1 a9y ¥ cBaé MITpO,

1 IparJpIHae AIEKTPHIYHBI BYCEHb,



1 OaHKaMaT MyIpyIOUbl, KPYIIEIb,
narapJutiBa BhIIIEYBae TaTOYKY.
Xazapka IpajiKkasajga MHE Nachblelb.

I ceBsaTapa. I ceMepIb MSHIILB JIITOYKY.

Bapwasa (na oaposze y I'epanénvt) 1542 2.
2.

Sl crasia 3 Kirouami

Ha TaHKy BsJTI3HAra gqoma,
s 3/1aBajia KaMOPHI 1 KIIeIll
Ar0 aKkaHOMaM.

Kauni én yBaitmoy,

MSIHE SIK a0/1aJI0 Bapam.

A éH ckazay,

IITO YOpPHAE MHE J1a TBapy.

51 Hd Mena YbIM JbIXallb,

HiOBI Ha BBICOKIX CTPOMAX,
Jen3b aJKa3Baia npa HaJBop’e
1 aryJIbHBIX 3HAEMBIX.
KpymMmkausl kaxamics ¥ Himax

1 KapKaJii 3BOHKA.

A €H ckazay,

HITO ¥ SIT0 JOMa XBOPast )KOHKA.

S1 BBIXOI31JIa BOHKI

i 0s13MATHA OyKana ¥ mapky,
panTam cTpauBajia COH

1 ybITana Hayami [IaTpapky.

MaHe Obu10 sAmyd ga Pactea Hacins
XKayio0y ma My»bl,

A €éH cka3zay,

IITO 5 TICKHAS, 1 MAJIapeIy PYKY.

A v gyna, ab ybIM pazBaxay

3a abemam mpooary,

st Oasiyacs Y3bHSIb BOYBI

1 KJIaja JaJIoOHb moday.

VY msIOB! MAMIYOTHA TPYyKai A3100aMi
KPYMKAubl.

A €H ckaszay,

Ka0 He 3aMbIKaJia CIIABHIO YHAYBI.



TI'epanénvr 1542 2.
3.

Moii JKBIKTIMOHT, MOIi 0HBI JKBIKIIMOHT
1/13€ Ha CLBET MaJjJjIeTKaBail BaliHOIO,
KpaHaJibHa 31aTyiousl beau monde
KIiCJIOTHaIO GphI3yparo i MHOIO,

Moit JXKBIKTIMOHT OSIHTIXKBIIIIA CIIOY
“apanbHBI COKC”, 1 Tak Oaira marti,
€1 XJTyCsTYBI TIpa CEHMBI 1 IMacioy,
kaii ¥ manans! [Tanay 3HoyKy party.

Moii JKBIKT'IMOHT — 3aBOCTpaHae “Kr’

br1 BEIOYX y KaxaHbHEM MTOYHBIM POIIE.

O mon petit prince, je suis tres fatigee
XamzeMm aj ix, Mo# 005! JKBIKIIMOHIIE. . .

Moii XXBIKTIMOHT — y 1M aJIMETHBI Jap
Sr0 yIajaapcTBa CTaHea >Ioxan,
Hy a MaKyJib MOH ClayHbI racrnaaap
ChIIAIIAC Ja MSHE TacMHail JI€xaii,

00 €chllb aHO, IITO 0OJCH HE MIHE,

Mpa mWTOo NaKyJb IITO AyMaela yrnoTam —
MOi1 JKBIKTIMOHT y3KO JKbIBE YBa MHE
MaJIeHbKall capamiliBaio 3iKroTau.

Binousa 1547 e.
4.

MBI KbLTi, SIK HIKOJII HSI CbMEJTI:
ycraBaii a mocTaii 1i cémaii,
WL ¥ KachIIEN PaHIIO0 HAA3EMI,
a Bedap OaBii goMma;

Ha MayTHEBBIM TayOIIbI

3 MaJieHeuKail KOCTKI pachIliii
JpIBa IBITPBIHY,

MBI ybITami npa A3ia AH-1351,

1 xaneni ¥ nanékyro YbHy;

MBI YISl ¥ A31LAYbIA TYJIBHI -
XaBaJIicsl ¥ HIMIBI i yakai 3HaéMBbIS KPOKi...

A st MbI 3paliii JITOYCKis Bi3bI



1 e3p311
¥ Binbhro 1 Tpoxki.

MBI caubLii, SIK TpayHBI IPACTOP
HapaJiKaela 3 MaplaycKkai CJIOoThl,
a0>kpIBaJIl Mypor 1 gabop,

ane Ooneit mo0ii 6aIoThl —
3a0JTyKallb 1 Ha XiCTKIM JTyKKY
abIpIMariia i gymaiib, mro ycé,

1 MaJIiIp Ipa areHbYbIK y IEMPHI,

1 emIBIIIa XyTapCKiM 3bIKaM...

A siuras met msmeni 200 ma tpace
1 6aupLIl Yexon
Hajg banTeikam.

MBpI Xan3ini y ropaj, y Kpamsl,
IUISII3€1b Ha 3aMOPCKIX TKaHIHAY CyBOi,
MBI 110011 7151 Crty1ikae GpamMbl

3b A3A0KaMl

samsmna npa [Homemray 36 JIiTBOMO,
ab00 KPBIKHYIIb HA PHIHKY 1MsI

1 3arajiBallb, XTO a3aBella...

A s1143 MBI CITyXaji ¥ IiIIbl 3aBYyJIKaY,
K 0’era
MaJleHbKae copIa.

MgI ObLTI MIXK JTFOA3€EH - 1 aIHbI,

OBl cTapbl (PpaHIIBICKAH

na-3a KJISIITapHbIM Mypam;

OanpKay mapk 3ajarey I3eHb IpbI JHi
xanansey

1 OpBIHSY BEpaCbHEBBIM TIIIMYpPaM,
Bellep 3 3axaly HEC HalaMiH

pa ChBAKPYXY,

Baudil eMHBIX CHII3Kisl CTPOHTT,
CYKeHK1 Versace 1 Mmiy...

A s19s MBI CKIIAAAN ¥ THYHIY
I9371E8HT1,

kab exarp

Ha 3IMy ¥ CTaiy.

Hacweine, nema 1550 2.



Hy Bocb i1 Jcé — csikepa nmpbl KamJi.
[Ta *xpuTax paswiaiBaeliia aTpyra.
Mse pocniauHa, HiObITa Ha 39MITi
JIs1 KO)KHAra rpbIcajy BsHE pyTa.

JIs MoKy pacmadaTtae 4bITBO -

aJHO HeJlaybITaHAC KaXaHbHE.

ChbBeT — KHiTa, 1 KpbIyIHA MaKigalp sro,
CTIBIHIYIIBI HA CSAP3/3iHE YbITAaHBHE.

[likaBa, 11l HaBeJAIOIL OpaTHI

XOIIb pa3, KaJi IUIiTa MPBIIichHE TPya31?
bo &, aKxi Hs mpBIAI3€e A TUTITHI,

Ha aJb, MsIHE HIKOJI1 He 3a0y/13€.

Hy Boch 1 yc€ — N'acmon3p HamicHyy Shift.
Haneit — narysid. bonbIn He my>karolpb MyKi,
HIOBITa Mama TIpbl yBaxo3e ¥ midT
abaumiBa Osp) 3 Ba3ka Ha PyKi.

I ayTaban, 31XOTK1 aJ1 IMXKBI,

3abbITBae A3CSATKaM BOCTPBIX OpaMaxk.

— IIpabaurie, sk qaexaib aa MSKbI?

— 3be3n Ha ["anrody. ['poazeHcki Hanpamaxk.

— Dzien dobry.

Rajska stzay graniczna.

Prosze panstwo przygotowid paszporty,
rozgarnfa je na zdjeciach.

— Mawmauka, a yamy

SIHBI KaXyLb “J[3eHb 100pBI”?

3apa3 xa néMHa 1 HoY.

— A ¥ ix, gadyika, 3aycémpl,

OBl Y13¢Hb, ChBETIIA.

Kpakay 8 mpayna 1551 2.

Marija MARTYSEVIC
(Baltarusija)

Marija Martysevic, poete, eseiste, verteja, gimeé 1982 metais Minske. 2004-aisiais baigé
Baltarusijos valstybinio universiteto Filologijos fakulteta, ten dabar toliau mokosi



aspirantiroje. 2005 metais baigé Baltarusijos kolegijos Filosofijos ir literattiros skyriy.
Baltarusijoje spausdinta jos poezijos ir prozos vertimy i$ angly (Edvardas Learas), lenky
(Boleslawas Lesmianas, K. 1. Gatczynskis), rusy (Josifas Brodskis), ukrainie¢iy (Serhijus
Zadanas, Viktoras Neborakas), ¢eku (Antoninas Bajaja, Jitis Kolafas, Jachimas Topalas)
kalby. Gyvena Minske.

BARBARA RADZIWIL'S LIVEJOURNAL
(Barboros Radvilaités internetinio dienorascio istraukos)
1.

Tos Simtmeciy nuzulintos taro
zilos chazarés. Liipas vél dazausi
lifte, lekiu ] savajj metro,

ir ryja, ryja elektriniai plauciai,

ir bankomatas makleris laukan
pasidygédamas iSspjauna grynus.
Chazare¢ patalg iSbtiré¢ man.

Ir kuniga. Mirtis litoukq tina.

Varsuva (pakeliui j Geranainis), 1542 m.
2.

AS stovéjau su raktais
verandoje didelio dvaro,
ekonomams jo perduot turéjau
svirnus ir jy gera.

Kai j&jo jisai,

mane lyg kas bty nuplikes,

o jis pasaké, kad man

juoda prie veido tiko.

AS bezadé¢ svaigau

nelyg ant auksciausio kriausio.
Lemenau apie org ir Siaip,

bet vos laikiausi.

Tik varnai myléjos uzunarviuos
Ir garsiai karke.

O jis pasake,

namie jo zmona dabar serga.

I$¢jau as j lauka



ir be tikslo klajojau parke,
nebegaléjau uzmigt

ir skaiciau naktimis Petrarka.
Turé¢jau dar lig Kalédy gedula

dél vyro nesioti.

O jis pasake,

kad a§ grazi, ir dovanojo man rozg.

Negirdéjau, kg tenai svarsté

uzu stalo kunigas.

AS akis pakelti bijojau,

GlaudZiaus alktinémis.

Langelin Svelniai snapu tukseno
kranklys.

O jis pasake,

Kad nak¢iai palik¢iau neuzsautas duris.

Geranainys, 1542 m.
3.

Zygimantas, mylétinis, o jis

lyg paauglys karan | Zmones Zengia,
aukStuomené iSplétusi akis

ir dél mangs, ir kaip Sukuojas, rengias.

Jis rausta vos 18girdes nekaltus
,,oralinis ir ,,seksas®, baiks§tos motinos,
kai paisto apie reikalus, seimus,

o taikos pas Pacus pavakaroti.

Zy-gimantas — kaip i$galastas ,,g*,
Kaip meilés pilnoje burnoj sprogimas.
O mon petit prince, je suis tres fatiguee,
Eime i§ ¢ia, mylétini Zygimant...

bygimantas — kaip dievo dovana,
epochiniai laikai jam karaliaujant,
taéiau kol kas karalius pas mane
pozeminiu taku slapcia keliauja,

nes jau yra, ko nieks neatmainys,
ka i8drjsti vien paslapcia galvoti:
Zygimantas manasis jau many —
drovus, mazytis, virtes i zigota.



Vilnius, 1547 m.
4.

Mes gyvenom, kaip niekad nedrjsom:
gal septinta, gal Sestg pabusti,

kas Sventarytis eiti baznyc¢ion,

o vakarai tai jau musy;

mes terasoj pietingj

1§ mazycio kaulelio auginom

medj citrinos,

Skaitém, kad stebuklinga Jandzi

ir noréjom j tolimg Cina;

jsileidom mes vaikiskai Zaisti —

mes niSose laukém pazjstamy zingsniy — slépynés...

Na, o dar Lietuvos vizas jsitaisém,
1 Trakus vazinéjom,
1 Vilniy.

Mes stebéjom zZolyny erdves

kaip 1§ kovo purvyniy jos imas,
meégom mes ir vejas Silkines,

bet labiausiai litigyny klitigynus —
pasiklyst ir saleléj pludrioj
susikibus galvot — viskas baigta,
melsti vien zZiburélio tamsoj,
dziaugtis girdint vienkiemio aida...

Na, o dar mudu 1ékém gal dviem Simtais
ir regéjom, kaip teka
vir§ Baltijos.

Vaikstin¢jom prekyvietém miesto,
zitréjom ] ritinius uzjirio drobiy,
mes prie Slucko varty pamégom
apie Lenkija, Lietuva

pasiginCyti su seniokais

ar suSukt aikstéj kokj varda

ir spélioti, kas atsakyty...

O dar mudu klausémés skersgatviy tyly,
kaip plaka

Sirdelé mazyté.

Buvom mes tarp zmoniy — ir vieni



nelyg pranciskonai seni,

kai ne vienuolyne;

tévo parkas kasdien vis auksyn

ir Saltyn,

ir rugs¢jo tinklais apsipyné,

vé¢jas 1§ vakary nesé¢ atminimus
apie anyta,

jos zvilgsnius, tarsi raudés slidzius,
sukneles Versacio ir pica...

Na, o dar sugabenom j riisj
Sezlongus,

mat ziemoti

] sosting vykstam.

Nesvyzius, 1550 m. vasara
5.

Jau viskas — kirvis prie kamieno glust.
Jau gyslomis i$sibégioja nuodas.
Mane sukausté apmaudas gailus,

lyg parke vis matyciau vystant rozg.

Prie lovos tepradétas skaitinys —
neperskaityta ligi galo meilé.
Sviesa — knyga: ir gaila, kad paliks,
kad liks per patj vidurj iSeiti.

Man jdomu, ar broliai aplankys

nors karta, kai plyta primins krtting?
Nes tas prie kapo neateis, kuris
mane, deja, atmins vis nusimings.

Jau viskas — Dievas spusteléjo Shift.
Toliau — lengviau. Kentéjimai nebaisis,
nelyg mama, prie§ Zengdama | lifta,

18§ vezimeélio iSsikelty vaika.

Ir autobanas, spindintis Serksnoj,
ausros varteliy deSimtis uzvarsto.

— Atleiskit, kaip lig sienos nuvaziuot?
— Golgotos posiikis. Tada link Gardino.

— Dzien dobry.
Rajska stzaz graniczna.



Prosze panstwo przygotowi¢ paszporty,
rozgarna¢ je na zdjeciach.

— Mamyt, o kodél

jie sako ,,Dzien dobry*?

Dabar juk tamsi naktis.

— O pas juos visada ten, dukrele,

Kaip dieng Sviesu.

Krokuva, 1551 m. geguzés 8 d.

Sabina NAEF
(Switzerland)

Sabina Naef, poet, was born in 1974 in Lucerne. She studied German and French
philology in Bordeaux, Lozano and Zurich. She published two collections of poetry in
1998 and 2001, the third one will appear in Vienna this autumn. She has been awarded
several prizes. Her poems have been translated into English, Russian, Slovak, and
Slovenian in journals and anthologies. She lives in Berlin.

im Kiihlschrank liegt noch

ein Zitronenschnitz

immer ist ein Fremdwort

und Abschied passt in keinen Koffer

Sabina NAEF
(Sveicarija)

Sabina Naef, poeté, gimé 1974 metais Liucernoje, studijavo vokieciy ir pranciizy
literatiirg bei filologija Bordo, Lozanoje ir Ciuriche. Naef i§leido du eiléras¢iy rinkinius:
Zeitkippe (Laiko galiukas, 1998) ir Tagelang mochte ich um diese Ecke biegen (Dieny
dienomis galéciau sukioti sj kampg, 2001). Trecias rinkinys turéty pasirodyti $iy mety
rudenj Vienoje. Sabinos Naef kiiryba jvertinta keliais apdovanojimais, eilérasé¢iai versti |
angly, rusy, slovaky, slovény kalbas, publikuoti daugelyje antologijy. Siuo metu poeté
gyvena Berlyne.

Saldytuve
tik citrinos skiltelé
skolinys yra visuomet



ir sudie kurio néra lagaminui

manchmal fallen Worter aus den Fenstern
oder es regnet in den Biichern

dann tagelang nichts

und immer beim Aufwachen die Frage
wie Schlaf riecht

kartais zodziai krenta per langus
ar lyja jais knygose

véliau tuscia dieny dienomis

ir visada prie§ pabundant tu klausi
miegas kaip dvelkia

Tage

verschniirte Zeitungen
in der Morgenddmmerung

im Abendwind
gestapelte Liegestiihle

dienos

pundelis laikrasciy
dar pries pat Svintant

vakariniame veéjuje
kédés viena ant kitos

Kleiderleben

meine blaue Lederjacke
vergessen

in einer Pariser Metro

wihrend mich die Rolltreppe
hinunterfiihrt

sehe ich sie auf der anderen Seite



herauffahren
rithy gyvenimas

viename paryziaus metro

mano odiné zydra palaidiné
uzmirs$o

besileidziant man eskalatoriumi
pozeminés peréjos link

maciau kylancia ja

kitoje kelio puséje

auf dem Flohmarkt

ob sie sich getroffen haben

die beiden — ldngst tot?

auf einer vergilbten Ansichtskarte

lese ich von ithrem geheimen Rendezvous

blusy turguje

kas jei susitike biity

Sie Zmonés — seniai mirg¢?

1§ pageltusiy atviruciy
skaitau jy slaptus rendezvous

von einem Kdrper bleibt wenig
von einem Schirm das verbogene Gestell
vom verpassten Zug der Wind

18 kuno liko nekas
18 skécdio — kotelis su rému
i$ traukinio j kurj pavélavome — véjas

Sekretir



eine Schublade fiir gepresste Pusteblumen

eine Schreibplatte flir die Schallplattenrillensprache
eine Schublade fiir verlorene Absétze

ein Geheimfach fiir den ersten Schnee

sekreteras

vienas stalCius presuotoms kiauliapienéms
kalbaipatefonoploksteléstakelyje — raSomasis pavirSius
nudévetiems kulniukams — dar vienas stalCius
pirmajam sniegui — vieta po raktu

trois fois rien

ein Gedicht iiber nichts

aus fehlenden Worten gemacht
eine blilhende Sackgasse

trois fois rien

eilérastis apie nieka

padarytas i§ trikstamy zodZiy
suzaliaves akligatvis
VERMISCHTES

die Zukunft des Balkons

die Kleider einer Badenden
der Staub zwischen den Tasten der Schreibmaschine
JVAIRUS

balkonai ir jy ateitis

besimaudanciy motery riibai
dulkes tarp spausdinimo masinélés klavisy

tagelang mochte ich um diese Ecke biegen
nur um dich auftauchen



und wieder verschwinden zu sehen

dieny dienomis galéc¢iau sukioti §j kampa
zitirédama kaip man pasirodai
ir vel iSnyksti

Tag der offenen Fenster

wir sitzen mit wehendem Haar am Tisch
zwei Héftlinge, als Vogel verkleidet

atviry langy diena

sedime susitarSiusiais plaukais prie stalo
du kaliniai persirenge pauksciais

Tag der geschlossenen Tiir

erkunde die Innenseite

einer Mandarinenschale hore
dem Regen zu den Perlen-
vorhdngen den Schritten

im Treppenhaus welche
gehoren wem welche sind
verabredet welche haben
Angst

uZdary dury diena

iStirti mandarino zievelés
vidinj pavirsiy girdziu:
lietls perly

uzuolaidos zingsniai
laiptinéje

panasiis | tuos kurie susitiko
su zingsniais ty

kurie bijo



Toilette eines Cafés

auf dem weilen Lavabo
ein schwarzer Spazierstock
als hétte jemand plotzlich
das Gehen verlernt

kavines tualetas
ant balto lavabo
juoduojantis ramstis

lyg vaiksciot iSmokes
kaZkas staiga pasitraukeé

i$ vokieciy kalbos verté Vario burnos | idéjy dirbtuvés www.varioburnos.com

paaiskinimai:

trois fois rien — ,,tris kartus niekas”, pranciiziSkas posakis, reiskiantis ,,visiskai nieko”;
lavabo — apeigy indas, skirtas psalmes atliekancio kunigo ranky plovimui pries komunija
romos kataliky ir anglikony baznyciose. Taip pat ir paprasta sieniné kriauklé.

Bragi Olafsson
(Iceland)

Bragi Olafsson, poet, novelist, playwright, translator, was born in 1962 in Reykjavik. He
graduated from The Commercial College of Iceland and from the College of Hamrahlid,
Reykjavik, where his main subjects were English, Spanish, and French. He studied
Spanish literature at Granada and Iceland universities. Has worked as a bank-clerk,
postman, shop-assistant and journalist, and for six years (1987-1992) he was a member of
the pop group The Sugarcubes which toured extensively throughout the world and
recorded three albums. He is a co-owner of the record company Smekkleysa sm. hf (Bad
Taste Ltd.). He has published translations by Spanish and French poets, two plays, and
two novels. He lives in Reykjavik.

Niutiu kilometrar a sextiu minutum
bad eru steinar vid veginn

og grasbreidan teygir sig
ut i einhverja hradilega gleymsku.


http://www.varioburnos.com/

[ hanskaholfinu er kort

af veginum fyrir aftan.

Og par er hardfiskur i poka

og brjostsykur.

bar sem rokkrid matir framljésunum
a ég heima,

og myndirnar i radunum

eru myndir sem ég maladi sjalfur.

En Maria, ef pu ert lifandi,

skaltu halla pér aftur 1 satinu

pvi nt tekur vid okkur tenntur himinn.

Bragi Olafsson
(Islandija)

Bragis Olafssonas, poetas, dramaturgas, romanistas, vertéjas, gimé 1962 Reikjavike,
baigé Islandijos Prekybos kolegija, po to Hamrahlido kolegija, kurioje studijavao angly,
pranciizy ir ispany kalbas, studijavo ispany literatiirg Granados ir Islandijos
universitetuose, dirbo banko tarnautoju, pastininku, pardavéju ir Zurnalistu, 1987-1992
metais su pop grupe The Sugarcubes gastroliavo daugelyje pasaulio Saliy ir jrase tris
albumus. Dabar jis jrasy studijos Smekkleysa sm. Hf. (UAB Blogas skonis) dalininkas.
Jis paskelbé nemazai pranciizy ir ispany poety vertimy, dvi pjeses, du romanus. Gyvena
Reikjavike.

DevyniasdeSimt kilometry per SeSiasdeSimt minuciy

Prie kelio akmenys

stiebias iSblaskyta zolé

1 kazkokia baisig uzmarstj.
Pirstiniy stalciuje

uz nugaros vinguriuojancio kelio zemélapis.
Jame ir dZiovinta menké maiSelyje
ir ledinukai.

Ten kur sutemos

atsimusa ] priekinius zibintus

as gyvenu,

ir paveikslai ant lango stiklo

mano paties nutapyti.

Marija, jei tu gyva,

isitaisyk patogiai kédeje

nes dabar mus apkabins

dantytas dangus.



Danskvaoi

Nu pegar amma er hatt

a0 borda medulin sin

og farin a0 stiga dans

- gdmlum hlj6dum sporum -

vi0 imyndad folk inni 1 stofu,

rennur upp fyrir mér ad

skyggnigéafa hefur alltaf
fylgt ettinni,

og mun alltaf gera

a medan imyndad folk

stigur dans vid 6mmu inni i stofu.

Baladé

Dabar kai senelé

liovési gérusi savo vaistus

ir pradéjo Sokt kambaryje

— tyliais senyvais zingsniais —
su jsivaizduojamais Zmonémis,
staiga supratau

kad aiSkiaregystés dovana
visada eina koja kojon

su iSgyventais metais,

ir eis nuolat

kol jsivaizduojami Zzmonés
kambary Soks su senele.

Sjalfur timinn

Sjaist hann ganga um gotur midbajarins
klarum skrefum og allt ad pvi forn

eda sveitalegur

ma sla pvi fostu sem stadreynd

ad nu er ekki virkur dagur

heldur helgi. En pessi madur

— hvilika vodalega &vi sem hann hefur lifad —
er ekki hingad kominn til ad syna manni
hvad timanum lidur

hann er sjalfur timinn

og hradilega litur hann illa qt.



Pats laikas

Matyti, kaip jis vaikscioja
miestelio centrinémis gatvémis
atsainiais zingsniais toks nusenes
arba kaimietiskas

kaip tikras faktas

jog Siandien ne darbo diena

o savaitgalis. Bet Sis Zmogus

— koks siaubingas tas jo nugyventas gyvenimas —
atéjo ¢ia ne tam, kad parodyty
kaip béga laikas

jis pats yra laikas

ir baisiai prastai atrodantis.

Kjallaragluggi

Eg sé ekki betur en ad einhvern tima
hafi verid gestkvemt parna niori.
Og a0 sa sem for sidastur ut

hafi gert einhver plon

sem attu ad retast 4 60rum stad.

Hafi sétt ad honum porsti

vid allt erfidid sem beid,

sneri hann ekki aftur til ad slokkva hann hér
par sem drykkir bida ennpa i glosum.

Riisio langas

Kaip niekada gerai matau
kad kazkada ten apacioj
svecCiavos nemazai sveciy.
Paskutinysis i$¢jes

kazka susiplanavo

kas 1Ssipildyti tur¢jo

visai kitur.

Atrodo, kad jis trosko



visy jo laukusiy sunkumy,

bet jis negrjzo ¢ia

kad numalSinty savo troskulj

nors taurése dar tebelaukia gérimai.

Innan ramma hussins

bad er von 4 nyjum leigjanda i husio,

hann kemur i stadinn fyrir fj6lskylduna.

Eg hef pegar akvedid ad vingast vid hann;
fyrst a&tlum vid ad heilsast med handabandi,
svo segi ég honum fra einhverju spaugilegu
sem gerst hefur 1 husinu.

Og pa bydur hann mér inn

pott golfio sé allt pakid bokum

og engin tjold fyrir gluggum.

Svo sest hann i eina stolinn sem ég sé

og rek augun i myndir af andlitum i rémmum
sem sum hver bera svip af honum.

Hann fer eitthvad ad afsaka oreiduna

og pa fa ¢g adra hugmynd sem ég orda vid hann:
ad gaman veri ad skiptast & myndum;

hann fengi myndir af folkinu minu,

¢g af folkinu hans.

Hann afsakar 6reiduna 60ru sinni.

bad er von 4 honum innan stundar.

Namo rémuose

Jau greitai atsikraustys

] nama naujas nuomininkas;

anksciau ¢ionai Seima gyveno.
Nusprendziau a$ susidraugaut su juo;

1§ pradziy viens kitam rankas paspausim,
paskui kg nors juokingo jam papasakosiu
atsitikima kokj Siam name.

Tada jis pasikvies mane j vidy

nors grindys bus nuklotos knygom

o ant langy uzuolaidos dar nekabés.

Ir ant vienintelés kédés jis atsisés

ibes akis j nuotraukas jrémintas

1 veidus, panasius | jo paties.

Paskui bandys atsiprasyt dél netvarkos



o man ] galva Saus kita mintis:

jam pasakysiu, kad visai Saunu gal biity
mums apsikeisti nuotraukom;

jam duociau savo giminaiciy,

Jjis man — savyjy.

Jis dar kartg atsipraSys dél netvarkos.
Jis tuoj tuoj turi atsikraustyt.

A sidsumarsdogum
Fyrst let ég vera ad sla grasid. Dreifi sidan glerbrotum yfir tunflGtinn, til ad finna
pau aftur i iljum krakkanna, sem skilja skona sina eftir & gangstéttinni hinum megin

vi0 grindverkid.

Boérnum pykir gaman ad leika sér i hau grasi. Eg hef gaman af bornum.

Vasaros dienos

Pirmiausia papraSysiu, kad nupjauty Zole. Paskui pridéliosiu visur vejoje Sukiy, kad veél
pamatyciau jas delnuose vaiky, paliekanciy batukus ant Saligatvio kitapus tvoros.

Vaikams patinka zaist aukstoj zol¢j. Man patinka vaikai.

Smyrsl

Hun flytur med sér ilm inn i straetisvagninn
(lesist: hin bokleroa tilvist: erl. fragrance).
Heilt hverfi skilur hin eftir.

Bilstjorinn er fyrstur til ad finna

hvada smyrsl hun hefur borid 4 sig.

Hann pekkir ekki tegundina en hver med leyfi

pekki slikt dmelisdjap sem hin er pessi stelpa!

Hun feerist innar i vagninn og ferdin er hafin
og ilmurinn finnur sér saeti hja hverjum og einum.

Kremas



Su savimi j autobusa

jsinesa ir kvapg

(skaityti: literatiriné nuoroda: uzs. klb. fragrance),
uz nugaros palikusi kvartalg visa.
Vairuotojas pajunta pirmas

kokiu kremu ji pasitepus.

RiSies neatpazjsta, bet

ir kas galéty atpazint tg gelme,

kuri yra $itoji mergina!

Autobuse ji atsiséda, prasideda kelioné,
o prie kiekvieno pakeleivio

jos kvapas jsitaiso.

A Hoélsfjollum

Af hestinum
sem leidist ad bera mig
hlusta ég 4 brestina i fjollunum.

Kippi i tauminn
vid svarta kra
og bind hestinn vid myrkrid.

Kalnuose

Sédédamas ant arklio
kuris labai nemégsta neSt mane
klausausi traskesio kalnuos.

Trukteliu vadzias
prie juodos smuklés
ir prie tamsos pririSu arklj.

Landkonnudirnir

begar landkonnudirnir knyja dyra
kaldir og preyttir

eftir langa ferd

verdur allt gert

sem 1 mannlegu valdi stendur

til a0 kveikja upp i ofninum.
Flauelskoddarnir



verda ferdir inn i stofu

og eftir ad ofninn near heefilegu hitastigi
verdur hressing borin fram

og pad er hressing sem heefir

hvada landkénnudum sem er: Martini
med klaka

og pykkri sitrébnusneid: Martini

Dry

og japanskt te;

svart eda graent

eftir smekk hvers og eins.

Vid petta mega peir ylja sér

par til forvitni okkar

knyr dyra hja peim; hvers vegna
leitudu peir asjar hja okkur, hvada neyd
hafdi leitt pa ut Gr 6byggdunum, en pa
— vegna hitans fra ofninum —

hefur sigid a4 pa hofgi og peir svara
engu; halla sér aftur

eins og hnigandi solir,

ekki vanir ad svara fyrir komu sina.

Keliautojai

Kai pasibels | miis duris
keliautojai tyréjai

suSale ir pavarge po ilgos kelionés
bus padaryta viskas

kas Zmogaus jégoms

kad biity uzdegta krosnelé.
Pagalvés aksominés

bus jnestos j kambarj

o kai krosnelé tinkamai jkais
atnes jiems pasistiprinti $io to

o tas $is tas pritinka

keliautojui daznam: martinis

su ledu

ir storu grieziniu citrinos: Martini
Dry

ir arbata japoniska:

juoda arba zalia

pagal kiekvieno skonj.

Jie susiSildys visu tuo

kol miis smalsumas



pabels i jy duris; kodél
ieskojo jie pas mus pagalbos;
ir kokio gero

ieskojo dykrose

— bet nuo jkaitusios krosnelés —
apims juos miegas

jie nieko nebepasakys;

tik atsirems

kaip saulés besileidziancios,
neprate atsakyti

uz savo apsilankyma.

Verté Jurgita Marija Abraityté

Kestutis NAVAKAS
(Lietuva)

Kestutis Navakas, poetas, eseistas, prozininkias, vertéjas, kritikas, gime¢ 1964 metais
Seimyniskiuose (Utenos r.); 1982 baigé viduring mokykla Kaune. Dirbo knygyno klubo
»Septynios vienatvés® Kaune direktorium, Lietuvos televizijoje. ISleido eilérasciy
rinkinius Krintantis turi sparnus (1988), Pargriautas barokas (1996), Zaidimas graZiais
pavirsiais (2003). ISverté vokieCiy poezijos, parasé straipsniy bei recenzijy.

sonetai
pirmas

mes iSgalvojom po Salj kiekvienai
Sio pasaulio briaunai: kiekvienai
krypciai mes visus jos kelius iSmelavom

kiekvienas su savo gaubliu mes
sedim Trapaus punktyro kavinéj
kur viskas smilksta grei¢iau nei degty

mes para$ém po zodj kiekvienai
pauzei: kiekvieng raide kir¢iavom

kol sieliai vis plaukeé mis laikrodziais

: kol jy iStakose nebeliko ka kirsti



Kestutis NAVAKAS
(Lithuania)

Kestutis Navakas, poet, essayist, translator, literary critic, was born in 1964 in
Seimyniskiai, Utena District. He lives in Kaunas. He has worked as the manager of a
bookstore and the presenter of a TV program. He has published three collections of
poetry and one of short stories, a book of essays, and translated some poetry from
German. He also has written articles and criticism.

sonnets
first

we invented a country for every one
of the world’s edges: for every
direction we lied about every one of its roads

all of us sit each with our globes
in the Fragile Dottedline café
where everything smolders rather than burns

we wrote a word apiece for every
pause: accented every letter
while rafts still floated with our watches

: until in their sources nothing remained to cut

antras

nieko nejmanoma sudélioti i$
pauksciy: jie nepaklusniis jie
iSsyk iSardys tavo sielg
nejmanoma zaisti pauksciais: jei
jie buty kauliukai — né karto

nekristy SeSetu

gal kas nors yra kada juos
atspejes / ar mokesis jy metai
po mety: gal kas rado jy svorio centrg

: jie lyg akmenys: misy jie nesimokys



second

it is not possible to compose anything
from birds: they are not submissive they
will instantly untangle your soul

it is not possible to play birds: if
they were bony dice — not once
would they roll out a six

perhaps someone at some time had
guessed them / or studying them year
after year: perhaps found the center of their weight

: they are like rocks: they will not study us

tredias

sniegas per naktj ¢ia vél nulipdys
visg Kaung: gatves bei tarpuvartes
tave griztant] su buteliu ugninio pieno

atvérus langg jis SnypSdamas virs
1 vidy: i$ oro lipdys tavo baldus
tavo kava bei pelenines: baltas

: ko gero jis baltas: atversi knyga
tada nulipdys dvi deSimtis tavo mety
tavo susmilkusius poetus: tavo dvitaskij:

18 ryto viskas istirps (ir tu): ko gero jis juodas

third

snow through the night here will again mold
all of Kaunas: streets and openings in gates
you returning home with a bottle of fiery milk

opening the window it will fall hissing
inside: will mold your furniture from air
your coffee and ashtrays: white

: for all I know it’s white: you’ll open the book
then it will mold two decades of your years



your smoldering poets: your colon:

in the morning everything will melt (and you): for all I know it’s black

Kketvirtas

vagys gyvena medziuose
kazkur po zieve drégni
ju bustai: né dulkés né spindulio

jie vagia paukscius i$ lizdy
jie susirenka kiaunes bei voveres
rieSutai bei kerpés dingsta jy saujoj

véjas nepalankus jiems: bijo
giiziasi drevése / per audrg rieda
vir§iinem lyg spalvoti bilijardo zirniai

: kas tik nebyra 18 jy kiSeniy

fourth

thieves live in trees
somewhere under the bark their damp
rooms: no dust not a ray of light

they steal birds from nests
they gather martens and squirrels
nuts and lichens disappear in their fists

wind is not kind to them: afraid
cowering in the hollows / during the storm,

across the treetops roll something like colored billiard balls

: whatever does not fall out of their pockets

penktas

tad pasakyk man ka veikei
: kilnojai daiktus / senas ir naujas
Ju vietas tavo delnas lyg laidas jungé



: ta keista srové perkélus knygg ar
obuol;j / tas keistas kambario laikinumas
lyg daiktai ten bty tik trumpam uzéje

jie jau buvo pradéje tave pamirsti
ant staly lentyny kur jie i§ 1éto
temo: tu pazadinai juos kaip gaisras

: kazkas juk taip ir tave atmerkée

fifth

so tell me what you were doing
: lifted things / old and new
your palm uniting their places like a wire

: that strange current moving a book or
an apple / that strange temporality of the room
as if things stopped by there for only a while

they had already begun forgetting you
\ on tables shelves where they slowly
darkened: you wakened them like fire

: something opened your eyes like that too

SeStas

1§ tuS¢iaviduriy troleibusy jie
lipa: tusciaviduriai
lyg drabuziai i$ spinty

pabériau jiems sauja
spalvoty skiauteliy: renka
parsines¢ klijuoja ant lapy

véliau jau ir patys
eidavo link manges su

blyksnio baltumo popierium

: nuo jo Sviesos akli



sixth

from empty-bellied trolleys they
step: empty-bellied
like clothing from closets

I threw them a handful
of colored scraps: they gather them
\ bringing them home paste them on pages

later they came to me
on their own with
paper white as a flash

: they are blind from its light

septintas

nitirus yra paminkly laikas: jie
tukstantj mety tyli jie neapkencia
misko: miSkas juos vél iSduos

paminkly Saknys uzverstos knygose
uzbertos smulkiu paragrafy paraku
medziy Saknims erdvu ir lengva

medziai nemoka laukti / naktimis
jie vaiksto po samanas ar plaukia
juromis link pauks¢iams tezinomy kranty

: tuomet paminklai suzitira pro tavo langa

seventh

the time of monuments is somber: they
are silent for a thousand years they hate
the forest: the forest will betray them once again

the roots of monuments are closed up in books
sprinkled with the delicate gunpowder of paragraphs
tree roots have space and ease



trees do not know how to wait / at night
they walk through the mosses or swim
in the seas toward shores familiar to birds

: then monuments stare through your window

aStuntas

Siandien visi apsvaige: rodos
juos suka kazkas ore
lyg Iékstes ant cirko lazdeliy

Siandien visi erdvéj lyg
radijo ar tele programos

lyg zvérys 1§ seno mito

nedrasu uzkalbinti / net zvilgsnis
juos galéty jpjauti: jie tarsi
sukas ore ant plony lazdeliy

: zeme iSsyk juos sudauzo

eighth

today every is dizzy: it appears
that someone spins them in the air
like dishes on a circus’ sticks

today everyone is in space like

radio or television programs

like creatures from an ancient myth

I am afraid to talk to them / even a glance
could cut them: they seem

to spin in the air on thin sticks

: the earth shatters them in an instant

devintas

neskis mano pinigus: keisk
1 bet ka: kryziukus ir nuliukus



klases / koki nors e2 — e4

jie vis tiek pigesni uz viskg
1§ taves: tai kam man jy?
kam tos pilnos kisenés skaiciy?

a$ vis tiek juos bersiu pavéjui / leisiu
pasroviui sulankstes laiveliais / i§ monety
nukales inkarus: imk nors tris

: UZ juos tris upes man pirksi

ninth

take my money: exchange it
into whatever you wish: small crosses and tiny zeroes
classes / some sort of e 2 — e 4

they are nonetheless cheaper than anything
from you: so why do I need them?
why are those pockets full of numbers?

I will scatter them to the winds / float them
away on the current having folded a boat / making anchors
from coins: take at least three

: for those you will buy me three rivers

deSimtas

rodos tuoj pat iSeitum ten kur
miega granitas: ar kur diimai
tingiai kyla j vir$y lyg jiros zolés

rodos iSsyk: bet lieki Cia pat
toksai pat: kazkas Sion pusén
tave per stipria ranka sviedé

tad sunerki pirStus ir paklusk
nejaukiems inercijos désniams: be taves

tavo mintys neturéty pas ka ateiti

: pasiguosk — jos taipogi sensta ir mirsta



tenth

it seems you would soon leave for the place where
granite sleeps: or where smoke
rises lazily to the top like sea grasses

it seems immediately: but you remain right here
exactly the same: someone threw you to this side
with too strong an arm

so lock your fingers together and obey
to inertia’s uncomfortable laws: without you
your thoughts would have no one to come to

: console yourself — they too grow old and die

vienuoliktas

Sis véjas veikiausiai i§ Ispanijos: jis
nesa ristiiny aSutus bei buriy
skivytus: tolimais puszaliais valgiais jis

kvepia / jis persmelkia mus / pro
burng mums musa j vidurius jis
tik vedas ir paklaidinti nedrjsty:

ruoSkimes: dar trys dienos ir Stai
miis kieme rekonkista: ristiiny tabtinai
karaveliy karavanai hidalgai

: taCiau jei 18 kapy Sitas vejas

eleventh

this wind most likely is from Spain: it
carries the trotter’s horsehair and the sail’s
rags: it smells of distant half-ripe

foods / it pierces us / it hits us
through our mouths to our insides it
only leads and does not dare mislead:



let’s get ready: three more days and here
in our yard reconquista: herds of trotters
caravans of caravels hidalgos

: but if this wind is from the cemetery

dvyliktas

reikia kazkaip paprasciau nors gruodas
pasiSiause pjiklais / véjo vinys / klevuos
varnai lyg iSdziaustytos juodos pirsStinés

: kiek paprasciau: kad nesprogty plauciai
vientisas bei nesvarbus pasiektum tg kambarj
kur Sardanapalas dar tebezaidzia su savo vergém

nuo vyno juodos jo liipos / akys nuo
veidrodziy Svyti: jis juokiasi veidrodziy Sukém

prikaltas: savo mirties inkliuzas: reikia kazkaip

paprascCiau per tg gruoda: tiesiog zéréti

twelfth

do it somehow more simply even though the frozen
ground bristles with saws / wind nails / in the maples
crows like black gloves hung out to dry

: somewhat more simply: so lungs would not explode
solid and unimportant you’d reach that room

where Sardanapal still plays with his slave girls

his lips are black with wine / eyes gleam

from mirrors: he laughs nailed with splinters

of mirrors: an inclusion in his own death: we need somehow

to cross that frozen ground more simply: simply shine

tryliktas



viska surisau i rySelius: géles
nuskyniau kad nemirty pacios: i$
korty malkos iStraukiau Sirdziy ttizg — nieko!

as juk vaziuoju Paryziun: man reikia: bet niekas
to rodos nemato / nekviecia: patikrinau savo natas
iSdéliojau eiles veidais | pasaulj — nieko!

nubudau anksciau nei deréty: i§ spintos
ant sagy iSried¢jo riibai — nieko!
Paryziuj vaiksto saulés bei ménuliai

as jy tamsioji pusé: gyvenu jy Seséliuos
thirteenth

I tied everything up in a bundle: picked
the flowers so they would not die on their own: pulled
the ace of hearts from the deck of cards — nothing!

I am traveling to Paris: I need to: but no one
it seems notices that / doesn’t invite me: I checked my notes
laid my lines out face up to the world — nothing!

I woke up earlier than necessary: my clothing
rolled out from the closet on its buttons — nothing!
In Paris suns and moons walk about

I am on their dark side: I live in their shadows

Kketurioliktas

iS¢jus | miesta pilna Zmoniy didelém
galvom: jie rita Sunis ant plony virveliy
ju duonoj tiikstanciai mazy skyluciy

nieks jy darby nenudirba: visada
uzsiéme tie zmones: jei paskambinsi
jie sakys: rytoj // rytoj tu jau kitas

iSeisi | miesta: gatves jau peédsaky
pilnos: lyg eitum per duong
lyg druska ant jos kristy ir kristy



: lyg peilis pjauty nuo jos tavo kojas

fourteenth

out in the city full of people with large
heads: they roll dogs on thin ropes
in their bread are thousands of small holes

no one does their jobs: those people
are always busy: if you call them
they’ll say: tomorrow // tomorrow you are someone else

you’ll go out into town: the streets are already full
of footprints: as if you walk across bread
as if salt falls on it and falls

. as if a knife cuts your feet from it

penkioliktas

salsvas kraujas — jj turéty gerti drugeliai
norétys jy tiek kad tave visa iSgerty
ir skristum jy spalvotam biiry: burnose:

Svelnts plaukai — erskéciai jiems tikty
sruogos slysty spygliais kaip klusnus
vanduo: skildamas j plonas plauky ciurksleles

kvapni oda — jg degincCiau tarsi gintarg
degtukai patys jsiziebty tau pri¢jus

: bet tu nori kalbétis: buvimg versti knyga

: kol tapsi kitur ir ne man parasyta

fifteenth

sweet blood — it should be drunk by butterflies
so desired by them that they would drink all of you
and you’d fly in their colored flock: in their mouths:

soft hair — thorns would fit them
skeins would slide in prickles like obedient



water: splitting into thin trickles of hair

fragrant skin — I would burn it like amber
matches would flame on their own when you drew near
: but you want to talk: turn being into a book

: until you become elsewhere and not written for me

SeSioliktas

reikia miklint pirStus: kazkas tarp jy
vis drozia trumpéjant] pieStuka o dar tiek daug
turi paraSyt ant savo beretés pamusalo

kai gulsies kazkas tau ant ltupy
sidabro diskg uzdés: lazerine akimi
gausi skaityt jo muzika: lavink akis

lifty venki: jie visada nugabens
kur jau buves: 1§ kur i§bégai: kopécios

yra tikrasis tavo mechanizmas

: kai uzkopsi darsyk apverski

sixteenth

I have to exercise my fingers: something between them
constantly sharpens a shortening pencil and I still have so much
to write on the lining of my beret

when you lie down someone will put a silver

disk on your lips: with a laser eye

you must read its music: train your eyes

avoid elevators: they will always carry you

where you have already been: from where you escaped: ladders
are your true mechanism

: when you reach the top turn them over again

Translated by Jonas Zdanys



Claudio POZZANI
(Italy)

Claudio Pozzani, poet, narrator and musician, was born in 1961 in Genoa (Italy). He is
appreciated in Italy and abroad for his poetic performances in the most important literary
festivals in Europe, North America and Latin America and Asia. His poems have been
translated into more than 10 languages and have appeared in important anthologies and
magazines of international contemporary poetry. He initiated and is the director of
several international poetry festivals: Genoa, Paris and Lille, Helsinki, Munich, Brugge,
Tokyo. His last books are the novel Kate et moi (La passe du vent, France 2002) and a
poetry collection Saudade & spleen (Lanore Editions, Paris 2003), in its 3" edition.

SONO

Sono I’apostolo
lasciato fuori dall’Ultima Cena
Sono il garibaldino
arrivato troppo tardi allo scoglio di Quarto
Sono il Messia
di una religione in cui nessuno crede
Io sono I’escluso, I’outsider, il maledetto che non cede

Sono il protagonista
che muore nella prima pagina
Sono il gatto guercio
che nessuna vecchia vuol carezzare
Sono la bestia idrofoba
che morde la mano tesa per pieta
Io sono I’escluso, 1’outsider, il maledetto senza eta

Sono I’onda anomala
che porta via asciugamani e radioline
Sono il malinteso
che fa litigare
Sono il diavolo
che ha schivato il calamaio di Lutero
Sono la pellicola
che si strappa sul piu bello
Io sono I’escluso, 1I’outsider, un chiodo nel cervello

Sono la pallina del flipper

che cade un punto prima del record
Sono I’autorete

all’ultimo secondo



Sono il bimbo che ghigna
contro le sberle della madre
Sono la paura dell’erba
che sta per essere falciata
Io sono ’escluso, I’outsider, questa pagina strappata

Claudio POZZANI
(Italija)

Claudio Pozzani, poetas, skaitovas, muzikantas, gim¢ 1961 metais Genujoje. Italijoje ir
uZ jos riby jj i$garsino poetiniai performansai pa¢iuose svarbiausiuose Europos, Siaurés ir
Lotyny Amerikos bei Azijos literatiiros festivaliuose. Jo poezija iSversta | daugiau kaip

10 kalby ir skelbta svarbiausiuose tarptautiniuose Siuolaikinés poezijos Zurnaluose. Jis
jsteigé ir vadovauja keliems tarptautiniams poezijos festivaliams: Genujos, Paryziaus ir
Lilio, Helsinkio, Miuncheno, Briugés ir Tokijo. Jo naujausi darbai — romanas Kate et moi
(La passe du vent, Pranciizija, 2002) ir treciasis eilérasciy knygos Saudade & spleen
(Lanore Editions, Paryzius, 2003) leidimas.

AS ESU

AS — apaStalas
atlikes be Paskutinés Vakarienés
AS — garibaldininkas
pavélaves prie Quarto uolos
AS — Mesijas
skelbigs tikeéjima, kurio niekas netiki
AS — atstumtasis, parijas, neatlyztantis prakeiktasis

AS — herojus
mirStantis pirmajame puslapyje
AS — vienakis katinas
kurio neglosto jokia sené
AS — pasiutes Zveris
kandantis ] gailescio iStiestg ranka
AS — atstumtasis, nenusakomo amziaus prakeiktasis

AS — potvynio banga
nuplaunanti ranksluoscius radijus
AS — piktadarys
nesutarimy skleidéjas
AS — velnias
iSvenges Liuterio rasalinés
AS — filmas
nutrikstantis per pat] smaguma
AS — atstumtasis, parijas, vinis smegeningje



AS — biliardo rutulys
kurio pritriko rekordui pasiekti
AS — kamuolys
paskuting sekunde jmestas 1 savo krepsi
AS — vaikas, kuris kikena
gaves motinos antausj
AS — baimé Zolés
laukiancios dalgio
AS — atstumtasis, parijas, Sitas supléSytas puslapis

DANZO

Danzo la danza delle idee geniali

sperando che tu mi dica qualcosa di nuovo
Danzo la danza dei perdenti e perduti
sapendo che i miei passi saranno vani
Danzo la danza degli ingenui felici
credendo che il mio sudore serva a qualcuno
Danzo la danza dei profittatori

e danzero finché mi pagherai

E danzo, danzo, danzo

per vincere la mia arroganza
Danzo, danzo, danzo

il perché non ha importanza

Danzo la danza dei maledetti

perché lo spleen mi arriva fino al torace

Danzo la danza dei presuntuosi

perché anche tu lo sei se ti credi al mio livello
Danzo la danza degli indesiderati

mi sono allenato molto davanti alle porte chiuse
Danzo la danza degli insofferenti

ti puoi spostare un po' piu in 1a, per favore?

E danzo, danzo, danzo

fino a che restero in piedi
Danzo, danzo, danzo

perché sei tu che me lo chiedi.

SOKU



Soku genialiy idéjy $okj

vildamasis kad pasakysi man kg nors nauja
Soku pralaimingiyjy ir pralaiméjusiyjy Sokij

nors zinau kad mano Sokis beprasmis

Soku laimingy kvaileliy $oki

vildamasis kad kam nors pravers mano prakaitas
Soku pelnikautojy $okij

ir Soksiu kol tu man mokési

AS Soku, Soku, Soku

kad jveikciau savo puikybe

AS Soku, Soku, Soku

o kod¢l — visai nesvarbu

Soku prakeiktyjy $okij

nes ] pasirdzius smogia splynas
Soku savimany $okj

nes ir tu savimana

jei bandai lygintis su manimi
Soku nepageidaujamuyjy $okj
jau seniai repetuoju prie§ uzdarytas duris
Soku nepakanéiyjy $okij

ar negalétum pasislinkti, kg?

AS Soku, Soku, Soku

kol nustoviu ant kojy

AS Soku, Soku, Soku

nes tu prasai kad Sokciau.

CERCA IN TE LA VOCE CHE NON SENTI
(invocazione per voce, cassa toracica e solitudine)

Cerca in te la voce che non senti
mangia l'universo se non la comprendi

Basse case dai tetti spioventi

lacrimanti pioggia da gronde ormai marce
Profumo di terra, di foglie, di stagni

e sinistri paesaggi di candido marmo

Cerca in te la voce che non senti
mangia l'universo se non la comprendi

Vermi che giacciono sotto il fondo fangoso
topi che nuotano in ruscelli d'acciaio



Fumo di nebbia, auto veloci
che brucano leste tagliatelle d'asfalto

Cerca in te la voce che non senti
mangia l'universo se non la comprendi

Ombra di creta camminano stanche
scuotendo bassa la conica testa
Obliqui fantasmi stampati sul muro
ricordano fughe e cavalli di frisia

Il buio comincia a specchiarti la mente
mentre tutto diventa effervescente e verde...

IESKOK SAVYJE BALSO KURIO NEGIRDI
(invokacija balsui, kriitinés lgstai ir vienatvei)

Ieskok savyje balso kurio negirdi
¢sk pasaulj jei jo nesupranti

Zemi namai dvislaiiais stogais

verkia lietumi pro supuvusius lietvamzdzius
Zemés, lapy, tvenkiniy kvapai

ir grasiis baltojo marmuro peizazai.

Ieskok savyje balso kurio negirdi
ésk pasaulj jeigu jo nesupranti

Sliekai iSdrike dumblo fone

ziurkés plaukancios plieno upeliuose
Ukany diimai, greiti automobiliai

Visu greiciu ryjantys asfalto makaronus

IeSkok savyje balso kurio negirdi
ésk pasaulj jeigu jo nesupranti

ISvarge Zygiuoja moliniai Seséliai
linguodami kiiginémis galvomis
Ikypi vaiduokliai atsimusg¢ ant sieny
primena karuseliy arkliukus

Tamsa pamazu atspindi tavo mintis
ir viskas aplink Sviesu ir zalia...



LA MARCIA DELL’OMBRA

Stanno cadendo corde dal cielo

e gelide catene ti danzano attorno
E’ un mondo di nodi

da sciogliere al buio

tra un lampo e I’altro

di fosforo e grida

E’ un groviglio di corde

che rifiutano forbici

E un pettine che s’incastra

dentro chiome che non pensano

E’ ombra... ombra
E’ un battito di ciglia ancora

Mi guardo attorno e vedo muri

persino il mio specchio e diventato un muro

sui tuoi seni e cresciuta una pelle di muro

il mio cuore, 1 miei sensi

reincarnati in muri

E continuano a piovere preghiere e bestemmie
che evaporano appena toccan la sabbia

€ continuano a strisciare in un silenzio velenoso
avverbi, aggettivi e parole senza suono

E ombra... ombra...
e un battito di ciglia ancora

Del sole vedo solo il suo riflesso

nelle pozze iridescenti di acqua piovana,

della luna indovino la presenza nel buio

dal lontano abbaiare dei cani legati

La mia pace non e la mancanza di guerra

La mia pace e I’assenza del concetto di guerra

Non ombra... ombra...
ma un battito di ciglia ancora

SESELIO MARSAS

IS dangaus krinta virvés

ledo grandinés Soka aplink tave ratelj
Tai pasaulis mazgy

kuriuos reikia atristi



tamsoje plykstelint

degtukui ir rékiant

Rysuliai virviy

nesiduodanciy zirkléms

Sukos stringan&ios

beminciuose plaukuose

Seselis. .. Sesélis

Vel mirksi akys

Aplink matau sienas

mano veidrodis — irgi siena

ant tavo kriity iSkilo odos siena

mano $irdis, mano juslés

isiklinijo sienose

Ir tolydzio pliaupia prakeiksmai ir maldos
iSgaruoja vos nupuole ant smélio

ir skvarbo skvarbo nuodingg tyla
prieveiksmiai, biidvardZiai, begarsiai ZodZiai
Sesélis... seselis

Vél mirksi akys

Saulés matau tik atSvaitg
mirguliuojanciuose lietaus klanuose
tamsoje sp¢ju SvieCiant ménulj

1§ tolimo priristy Suny lojimo

Esu taika ne todél, kad néra karo

Esu taika todél, kad néra karo i$ principo
Ne Seselis... Seselis...

tik vel mirksi akys

Is italy kalbos verté Valdas Petrauskas

Rein RAUD
(Estonia)

Rein Raud, poet, prose-writer, playwright, essayist, translator, was born in 1964 in
Tallinn. He graduated from St.Petersburg University in Japanese Studies (1985), and
defended his doctorate in literary theory at the University of Helsinki (1994). Currently,
he is a professor of Japanese Studies at the University of Helsinki and a professor of
Asian and Cultural Studies at Tallinn University. First publications in 1974, first poetry
collection in 1981; also writes prose, drama, and essays, and has published translations of
classical Japanese poetry and poetry from other languages.

RANNIK



Kivid méletavad: kiillalt kaua

on kinni tallatud nende silmi, kiillalt kaua
neid vaikijateks manatud, tilgutatud
nende siidamesse tokatit

veepiirist vaid moni samm eemal
kummulikeeratud

paadi kiilgedelt, kiillalt kaua

keelatud neil kdnelda. Sonu pole

neil kunagi olnud, vesi ainult,
loksumas — seni sinine — tasases abajas,
thumas kumeraiks konarkiilgi, kiht

kihi jdrel kiskumas alasti

sajandite setitatud siidant,

kus aastaringena kirjas

maa tulek ja minek.

See jadb.

Seda ei oska nad votta.

Ko6ik muu dhvardab kaduda —
sonadega konelejate meeles on vee helkiv helin
vaid habras kaja, hetk teiste korval,
teiste, mis miirinas ihaldavad

ainult unustada

tiillikaid nimesid — virve — liksikuid kilde
ammu katki kukkunud peeglist,

mis on peidus me pilkude eest

surnud tildrite tiivasulgedes,

oOliste silmade lalinal

stilitamas siilidistusi meisse tagasi,

et me kannaksime neid kaasas

minnes dra

siit, kodunt, sinna, koju,

kus me ase on niiiid.

Rein Raud
(Estija)

Rein Raud, poetas, prozininkas, dramaturgas, esistas, vertéjas, gimé 1961 metais Taline,
Sankt Peteburgo universitete baigeé japony kalba, Helsinkio universitete apgyné daktaro
disertacija i§ literatiiros teorijos. Siuo metu profesoriauja Helsinkio ir Talino
universtetuose. Spaudoje debiutavo 1974 metais, pirmg eiléra$ciy rinkinj i§leido 1981,
raSo ir prozg, pjeses, es¢, vercia poezijg is japony ir kity kalby, kuriy pats nezino kiek
moka.



KRANTAS

Akmenys prisimena: pakankamai ilgai

Jjy akys buvo minamos j zeme, pakankamai ilgai
tyla jie buvo apkeréti, laSant

ant jy Sirdziy degutui

nuo valties apverstos krasty,

iki vandens vos keli zingsniai,

pakankamai ilgai

jau uzdrausta kalbeéti. Zodziai —

jie niekada jy netur¢jo — tik vanduo,
ribantis jlankoj tylioj, ak, vis dar mélynas,
nugludinantis jy krastus raukslétus, sluoksnis
po sluoksnio nurengiantis

§irdj, amZiuos nurimusia,

ir mety rievése ten jraSyta

zeme ateinanti, zemé iSeinanti.

Taip jau ir liks.

Tai atimta negali buti.

O visa kita gali ir iSnykti —

mintyse kalbanciyjy Zodziais i§ mirgancio vandens garsy, yra tai
trapus aidas, akimirka drauge;j kity,

kity, triukSme tiktai

uzmirStanciy

sunkius vardus — spalvas — skeveldras
veidrodzio, kuris seniai suduzo j Sukes,
nuo misy zvilgsnio pasléptas

negyvy kiry sparny plunksnose,

virp¢jime ty pernelyg saldziy akiy,

mums kaltinimus spjaunanciy atgal,

kai einame

i$ ¢ia mes, i§ namy, atgal j ten, vél | namus,
kur dabar miisy lovos.

*

oh et ei suuda piitida

mu pievade kahvatu arvelaud
paratamatuse ingellik-hingetut aritmeetikat
ega argitorinais poordumatult pahempidi
po6rdunud pasun hiitida

torksate korguste ahvatlevaid pingeid

igal tdnaval varitseb valgust

ja koos pilvedega ajab tuul laiali

ka kdik olematud loomad



katab kogu taeva tinakaanega

et seal all saaks keeta kliistrimaigulist korti

kust eluga paiseb vaid see

kel pole siin tuba ja tooli

see on liks noist dhtupoolikuist mil

nagu aeglaselt kiipsev haigus

idaneb arusaamine maskidetagusest tithjusest
valus moistmine jddsse avanev uks

mis kord selja taga sulgunult

ei lase enam alasti nimedele selga mdelda
kumavate randade poole ujuvaid elulugusid
kuumas pimeduses suult suule sosisevaid saladusi
ega kordumatute paevade tillust

aga ometi paljajalu kiilmal ldvel seistes

vaatan tagasi ja tean et pean

tapalavale tousjalt laenates silmi

aastaid ei voib-olla lausa aastakiimneid veel elama
teadmises et jddnud on mulle ainult see iiks hetk

*

o tie many dieny mediniai skaitytuvai

iSbluke jau nebegali sutalpint

besielés angeliSkos aritmetikos jos neiSvengiamumo
kaip ir fagotas iSverstas vidum j vir§y neatSaukiamai
nebevalios niurnéjimais kasdieniais prisiSaukt
viliojanc¢iy ir nepasiekiamy jau auksciy

ir gatvej kiekvienoj Sviesa

pasaloje tyko sudegusios lemputés

drauge su debesiu véjas iSsklaido

visus neegzistuojancius gyvinus

uzdengia visg dangy skardiniu dang¢iu

kad cia apacioje iSvirty kas klijy skonio koSelés

i§ jos gyvi pabéga vien tik tie

kurie neturi ¢ia nei kambario anei kédziy

tai viena popieciy kuri 1étai

tarytum brestanti liga

pagimdo supratimg apie tustumg po kaukémis

duris lede atsiveriancias

ir kartg uzdarytos tau uz nugaros

jos nebeleis aprengt nuogy vardy

gyvenimo istorijomis spindin¢iy kranty link plaukian¢iomis
paslaptimis i§ lipy

1 lupas Snibzdanc¢iomis save pacias karstoj tamsoj
nepakartojamy dieny kilmingumu

nepaisant to a$ stoviu basomis ant Salto slenksc¢io



atsigreziu ir jau Zinau

kad pasiskolintomis akimis to kuris lipa kartuvésna
mety metus ak ne galbiit deSimtmecius turiu gyvent
zinodamas jog tik Sita akimirka man licka

SUURE TEE AARES

seal nad seisavad maitsetult mukitud maalitud naeratus

huulil: bonsoir monsieur

otsivad pilguga kompavad tulija taskuid

vaatavad ootavad

filee ribi karbonaadid singid pekid

looride peidus kiibarate all

ndlginud silmad on s66nud kalavorkudeks mustad ja libedad sukad
siit saab igaiihele tema maitse jargi

praevaagnalt voi pabertaldrikult

s00miseks kahvli ja noaga ndppude vahelt pdske pistmiseks
kellele kiilmlaud méoduja kiire suupiste kellele lihavottesoomaaeg
sinepikastmes sibula ja soolaga

alla ja peale kolmkiimmend hdbepeekrit veripunast veini

ja akna kohal vilkumas

hangunud tulitav siida kui liharaiuja verest ndretav kirves

00siti hargneb unede longaks
pdeval néo kaitseks hoolikalt kootud kangas

ja mis oleme meie paremad

kes me pakume noolida oma mailestust piihast maast
tuimadele kalasilmsetele hulkadele

Oiguse eest mitte tunda voorast valu

kes me juushaaval vahetame oma esivanemate haudu
varvilise kanga ja raudnaelte vastu

kes me kutsume juhuslikke meremehi

purjetama 14bi meie ajaloo veel kirjutamata lehekiilgede

ja mis oleme meie paremad

kes me miilime valgele paberile oma unenédgusid
kes me vajutame kadnulistesse varesejalgadesse
higusad aimused ldbi udu

kes me kiitame ahjusid surnult siindinud
teejuhtidega keldrite siivasoppidesse

sest ka meie Opetame niisama halvasti
armastama unustama ootama



PRIE DIDELIO KELIO

jos stovi ten ir nudazytos

beskonés Sypsenos

ant ltipy: bonsoir monsieur

ieSkodamos zvilgsniu jos jaucia

praeiviy kiSenes

ziurédamos ir laukdamos

mustiniai kumpis Sonkauliai taukai filé

jos po apsiaustais pasislépe po skrybélémis

ir akys alkanos suryja jy slidZias

ir juodas kojines kol lieka vien zuvy tinklai
kokiam tik nori skoniui visko ¢ia yra
patiekalai praSmatniis popierinés 1¢kstés

¢ia valgoma Sakutémis ir peiliais

Cia pirstais valgoma

¢ia kai kuriems tik greitas maistas tik uzkandis
¢ia kai kuriems kitiems — velykinis banketas
su padazu, garstyCiomis, svogiinais ir druska
ir pries ir po trisdeSimties sidabro tauriy

kraujo raudonumo vyno

o vir§ langy mirguoja
i8sekusi ir stingstanti Sirdis
lyg mésininko kirvis prisigéres kraujo

o ruibai dieng saugantys jy riipestingai
apaustus veidus naktimis
iSdryksta sapny siiilais

ir kaip gi esam geresni

atminimus S§ventosios zemés

palikdami sutriuskinti zuviaakiams

tik vardan teisés skausmo nepajusti svetimo
parduodami plaukelis po plaukelio

savyjy protéviy kapus

uz mirgancius ribus gelezines vinis

ir kviesdami burty keliu jureivius

perplaukt per mus istorijos dar net
neparasytos puslapius

ir kaip gi esam geresni
parduodami svajas baltajam popieriui
save jkalindami keverzoniy kratiny



miglotuose jausmuos

ir savo krosnis kurdami nebegyvais
vedliais ] pasléptas riisiy gelmes

nes mes nemokéme teisingai iki galo
mylét uzmirst ir laukt

PSYCHOMACHIA

iiks verine ingel veel valvab mu iile

lahinguist vasinud tuultest risitud

kirkad punased vaod voolamas lumivalgel riiiil
aga sama sdde silmis kui ta

ratsapiitsa laksudes 166b vastu sormi
tiisenevale hérrale kes tostab endale kooki juurde
kui ta ndretava modga terav helk

166b silmist pimedaks

veidi ninaka prillidega noormehe

kes enesekindlalt jutustab sdpradele merest
kui ta sdrava sauaga suleb tee

rombilistes sukkpiikstes poisil

kes tantsuhoos unustab et pole pdrandal {iksi
kui ta julmas téiuseihas

astub péhe katuseharjal kiikujale

kes on valmis hiippama lendu teadmata

kas temal jatkub selleks tiibu

vOi kui ta peatab oma odatipu

otsatutelt randudelt korraks ristteeliste ulualla
eksinud hulkuri korisdlmel

kes ootab et kallataks taas tdis tema kruus

ja kui ma seda nden

siis tdusen ma aeglaselt piisti

et minna tagasi sinna kust tulin

sormed villis silmad pimedad tee kinni

raske miits peas ja kipitav tdpp kurgus
lahinguist vasinud tuultest rasitud

kirkad punased vaod voolamas mu riiiil

mille vérv juba ammu &4ra on ldinud mu meelest

PSICHOMACHIJA

kruvinas angelas sergsti mane dar vis

pavarges jis nuo miisiy nualintas jis véjy

skaisc¢iai raudonos vagos sniego baltumo mantija nubega
bet akyse jo kibirkstis viena vienintel¢ kai jis

perlieja botagu pirstus



apkiinaus dzentelmeno kemsancio pyraga

kai permirkes astriai Svytédamas jo kalavijas

apakina akis

to ilganosio jauno ponaicio akiniuoto

kuris pasitikédamas savim pasakoja draugui apie jura
ir kai jisai sustabdo spindincia savo lazdele

berniukg rombu dekoruotomis kojinaitémis

kuris pamirSo Sokio siautuly esgs aikstel¢je ne vienas
kai tobulybés iki skausmo geisdamas

Jjis galva primina ant stogo krasSto kybanc¢iajam

ir skrydziui pasirengusiajam nors nesupratusiam

ar turi reikiamus sparnus

arba kai ieties smaigalj sustabdo

ties valkatos adomo obuoliu kuris i§ nesibaigianciy kelioniy savo
akimirkai uzklydo kryZzkelés Sventovén

ir laukia kol puodel; jo ir vél pripildys

ir kai as$ tai matau

1§ léto atsistoju

kad vélei griz€iau ten i8S kur a$ atéjau

pusleéti pirstai aklos akys kelias uztvertas

ir skrybele sunki man ant galvos ir skaudanti zymeé gerkléj
pavarges as nuo miiSiy nualintas a$ véjy

skaisc¢iai raudonos vagos béga mano mantija

kurios spalva seniai jau mano atmintj apleido

*

alati kui tdomban vinna oma vibu

on iga mu tupest veel vélja votmata nool

juba tabanud oma viimast kui voimalikku mérki
hiippava hirve kori voi

lammatavat sammalt vopsikus voi

ouna mis pole veel kukkunud pdhe opetlasele puu all
alati kui koputan viravale

on iga ratsu tallis juba kapanud iile silmapiiri
seljas keegi kes oleks vdinud juhatada mulle teed
vaasis nértsinud roos ja tilgastanud piim

murtud kdrvaga kruusis

motlen vilja nime oma siindimata pojale

kel on habemes juba halli

ja kes hommikuti raputab mind lahti unest

isa kallis isa on juba Shtu on juba aeg

luiged on juba lennanud 16unasse

ja puder peaaegu éra jahtunud

asjatu on piitid vaid hiiiides seisma panna

maéest alla liuglevat rongi



isegi kui tunneli suu pole suurem kui ndelasilm
asjatu on plitid mooniseemnete eest

osta kellakdolt vaikust

aga veel asjatum

on piilid 16nga tagasi kerides jouda uuesti
labiirindi esiukse juurde

sest see on vaid sisse ei iialgi véljapéds

*

ir visuomet, kai savo lankg iStempiu

tai kiekviena strelé 1§ strélinés neiStraukta dar

yra pasiekusi jau savo taikinj kokj tiktai jmanoma

lekiancio Suoliais elnio gerkle

alsuojancias kars§¢iu samanas giriy

ir obuolj nuo mokslo vyro galvos dar nenukritusj jam stovint po medziu
ir visuomet kai beldziu j vartus

kiekvienas ty arklidziy zirgas yra jau prasuoliaves horizontg
beneSdamas ant savo nugaros kazka turbiit galé¢jusj parodyti man kelig
mano vazoj nuvytus rozé puodelyje nuskilusia gsa

suriiges pienas

galvoju apie vardg savo negimusio siinaus

kurio barzda Stai jau prazilus

kuris ryte mane i§ miego prikelia

téve brangusis téve jau vakaras jau laikas

jau gulbés iSskrido j pietus

ir kos¢ jau beveik atauSo

ir jau beprasmiska vien tik Sauksmu bandyti sustabdyt

ta traukinj kuris Zemyn nuo kalvos lekia

net jeigu tunelio anga uz adatos skylute nedidesné

ir jau beprasmiska méginti nupirkti uz aguony séklas

i§ laikrodzio gegutés tyla

bet dar beprasmiskiau

bandyt suvyti siiilg kad ir vél atrastume

duris pirmasias labirinto

tai visada tik jéjimas o i$¢jimas niekad

Verté Erika Drungyté
Donatas PETROSIUS
(Lietuva)

Donatas Petrosius, poetas, eseistas, gim¢ 1978 metais Bijotuose, Silalés rajone, §iuo metu
yra Vilniaus pedagoginio universiteto literatiirologijos magistrantas. 2004 metais jis



iSleido pirmaji eilérasciy rinkinj ,,i$ tvermés D* (Vilnius, Lietuvos raSytojy sajungos
leidykla), uz kurj jam paskirta Poetinio Druskininky rudens premija uz poetinj debiutg.

Dienos kaip niekada

Jau buvau patikéjes, kad néra jokio Buddhos prado

nei many, nei pusbrolio vaikams paskolintoj Sunel¢j, nei sniegenoj Sokiné€jancioj po
vieni$éji iSoréj, po to kurig dieng supranti, kad viduje sédi kitas toks pat

kaip tu, atsarginis, kuris girtauja su visais ka tik atsimeni, bastosi aplink

iSgriautas svetimas trobas autostradomis kiauromis kelnémis, valo

savo karmg mano nemigos naktimis triukSmauja savaip

Jau buvau nukabings nuo sieny visg krik§¢ionybe, bet

labiau jsijauti | savo role, vaiks$tai paskui juos dieng naktj atsimerkes, palieki baltas
démes tusciuose laiSkuose, aiskini jiems naujausias technologijas, ar balsu skaitai
paskutines sporto zinias — verskis per galva kiek nori — vis vien viskas lieka taip pat, kaip
yra jy palikta

Jau buvau susiriSes kieCiy Sluotg vyti lauk visas pagonybes su nebeapdirbamomis protéviy
zemémis, Zvyru persisunkianciu pro

grindy tarpus, bet vél — nauji metai prabéga kaip balti Seséliai,

meénesiai kaip tusti oro gurkSniai

dienos kaip niekada

Donatas PETROSIUS
(Lithuania)

Donatas Petrosius, poet, essayist, was born in 1978 in Bijotai, Silalé region. Currently, he
studies literature at Vilnius Pedagogical University. His first collection of poems

appeared in 2004 and was awarded with the Druskininkai Poetic Fall Prize for Poetic
Debut.

Days Like Never Before
I had already begun to believe that there is no essence of Buddha

not in me, not in the small dog borrowed by my cousin’s children, not in the bullfinch
hopping in the chopped out buckthorns, but you notice that you grow

more lonely in appearance, afterwards one day understand that inside sits another



just like you, a spare, who drinks with everyone you remember, knocks about
broken down strange cottages on highways with torn pants, cleans
his karma in my sleepless nights carouses in his own way

I had already unhooked all of Christianity from my walls, but

I notice — the dead are still lying there where I left them; and with each eternal return you
feel more comfortable in your role, walk after them day and night with eyes open, leave
white stains in empty letters, explain new technologies to them, or read the latest sports
news out loud — tumble over your own head as much as you want — everything still
remains the same as they left it

I had already tied together a broom of wormwood to chase away all paganisms with the
unworked fields of my forefathers, gravel draining through
the gaps of the floors, but again — the new year runs by like white shadows,

months like empty swallows of air

days like never before

Jaucio aukojimas

samdytu arkliu pririS¢ prie vezimo vedam buliy

1 mésa parduoti 400kg po 2.701t uz gyva svorij
atrajoti nustojusj gyvulj tusciais viduriais — kas
juos perspéja prie§ mirtj kas vercia juos apsivalyti
kas nustato jy kaing

vedam buliy per kalng asfalto nepazing kanopos
slidinéja j Salis traska sgnariai kol galy gale

metasi gyvulys ] griovi — sustoja visa procesija ir a$
zvalgydamasis | Salis suprantu jog Sig akimirkg nebetikiu
kad §i auka bus priimta kad ji yra geidziama dievy

bulius bloskia vezima j kelio Zenklg apvercia

auksStyn ratais visg pasaul;j ir $ig akimirka saulé

jau ritasi zeme ir a$ tad suprantu ka reiSkia Zodziai
dega miisy pinigai — turiu pats Sig akimirka
apsispresti — kas as esu Siam gyvuliui ar turiu teise
aukoti jo mirtj savo gyvybés puotai pratgsti ar man
pakaks jztlumo kapoti ir Saukti i jo i§sigandusj krauja

pakyla baltas dulkiy debesis taciau suzybsi jame
nikeliuotais Zuvies zZvynais kaustytas dviratis



titanas alyvuota toga per pietus keliaujantis su savais
reikalais atver¢ia mus ] [tiesiausigjj] kelig prisako nieko
negalvoti — kur mes visi einam asfaltu ar medziy vir§tinémis
uzverte galvas kaltémis ieSkodami teisiy j dievy

dovanas beigi malones kuriy taip trokStame

dievai priimkit mums musy aukas

The Sacrifice of the Bull

with a rented horse tied to the wagon we lead a bull

to sell for meat 400 kg at 2.70 Lt for living weight

an animal who had stopped ruminating with empty insides — who
warns them before death who forces them to clean themselves
who sets their price

we lead the bull over a hill hooves unfamiliar with asphalt

slide to the sides joints crackle until finally

the animal throws itself into a ditch — the procession stops again and
looking around I understand that at this moment I do not believe
that this sacrifice will be accepted that it is desired by the gods

the bull throws the wagon against a road sign it overturns

the whole world wheels up and at this moment the sun

is already rolling on the earth and then I understand what the words
our money’s burning mean — I have to decide at this moment

what [ am to this animal if | have the right

to sacrifice its death to extend the feast of my life or if it will

be enough insolence to chop and shout to its frightened blood

a white cloud of dust rises but in it for a moment flashes

a bicycle fettered with nickel-plated fish scales

a titan in an oiled toga traveling at lunch time on his own

business points us toward the (straightest) road says to think

about nothing — where we are all going on asphalt or on the tops of trees
heads filled with guilts searching for the rights to the gifts

of the gods and the graces we are so hungry for

gods, accept our sacrifices for ourselves

Nemokami pokalbiai

Niekas ¢ia nebeprisimena pergaliy mano
bet vis dar guodziasi mano kvapa gniauzianciais pralaiméjimais



buvau i$sigandes nejau esu tas kuriam j akis daiktai vien

grynosiomis savo formomis be vilties pritaikyti buityje pasipelnyti

ir kodél biitent man turi Zodis po ZodZio pildytis eilérasciai

vos tik uzsimerkiu prasideda vaikysté ir as

Simtatukstantajj karta uz saujg irisy nesu is I-os klasés i kalng sunkig tase

Turiu sgsiuvinj kuriame surasyti visi imanomi biidai
kaip susigadinti dieng savaite ar pus¢ gyvenimo.
Tu esi geriausia, kas iSvis galéjo man atsitikti

dabar sédziu taves
sudeges 1 cukry jmirkes
1 laikrastj, iSpiistas j stiklg

Tu esi mano gelbéjimo armija nes visada Zinai kaip

jitikinti mane dalyvauti Siame begalybés Sou

kur niekas nebeprisimena kada buvau iSbrauktas

1§ konkursinés programos i§ darbo birzos i§ savo paso

buk ramus sakai kai surenki mano numer;j i§ telefony knygos
su tavimi patgstos visos sutartys

gavai nemokamy pokalbiy dar 25-iems metams

Conversations for Free

No one here remembers my triumphs

but still takes comfort in the losses that take my breath away

I was afraid am I really one into whose eyes things fall only

in their purest forms without hope to adapt them to life to profit

and why should namely in (for) me poems have to fill word by word

I barely close my eyes and my childhood begins and I

for the hundredthousandth time for a handful of irises in first grade carry
a heavy bag up the hill

I have a notebook in which are written all the possible ways
to ruin the day the week or half a life.
You are the best that could ever have happened to me

now I sit yours
burned in sugar soaked
in a newspaper, blown into glass

You are my salvation army because you always know how

to make me participate in this infinity show

where no one remembers when I was scratched

from the competition’s program from the labor exchange from my passport
be at peace you say when you find my number in the phonebook

all contracts are extended with you

you have conversations for free for 25 more years



Néra kuo pakeisti

dabar kai jau suzinojau kas naktimis i$slapsto

visg dovanotg man savo ranky darbo mano diiZztantj palikima savo nuotraukas tamsiausiose
pastalése supjausto mano juodai baltomis juostomis kas glosto mano veidg kai vaikstau per
véja ir pusiaukeléje griztanciam pasitaiso savo slidziy apkaustus kas prisizada stovéti uz visy
nerakinamy uz dury dabar

dabar kai kaskart vis dazniau apsipazjstu savo labirintuose

tavo burtuose netaisyklingy formy kambariuose be rytinés
pusés tiek nebezinau kaip iSmiegoti zilirint | negyvenama j antrg
1 auksta j visa kas tik yra vir§ ir po ir miisy ir atmosferos per-
sekiojimo manijy Svelnumo uzkrato silpnumo rieSuose
atsibudus dabar

dabar kai pasaulis nebenulaiko daiktiSkumo nustojusiy daikty

viso to kg svajojau atsirinkti sau pamoky metu maigydamas espanderj ar pabalusiomis akimis
tampydamas sausgysles ar vaik§¢iodamas tvenkinio dugnu su svoriais rankose ar be oro

tada kai neatsiliepdavau j tavo j skambucius j tavo j skubius

uzrasus nubégancius mano nugara per tavo plaukus per spalva nustelbiancias akis —

dabar kai nebespéju per vasara apgyvendinti vasarnamio paleisti suziedéjusj skerdienos sniegg i$
Saldiklio nueiti

1 akmeny aukciong iki Vysniakalnio ir atgal ir su sunkia dovana savo meditacijy sodui Zvyro
kupstams tarp slyvmedziy ir

tarp neruSinés medienos kaladziy po langais kuriy

kaip taves néra kuo pakeisti

nieko néra

kuo pakeisti

There is No One to Replace

now that I have learned who each night hides
all the handiwork you have given me my brittle heritage cuts up
your photographs in the darkest places under tables cuts mine into black and white strips
who caresses my face when I walk in the wind and returning half-way fixes
the bindings
of my skis who promises to stand behind all the unlocked behind the doors now

now when I come to misrecognize in my own labyrinths

in your spells in rooms of incorrect form without an eastern

side I don’t know how to sleep well staring into the not lived in into the second
into the attic into all that is above and under and ours and the atmosphere’s with the
persecution complex tenderness infects weakness in the wrists



awakened now

now when the world does not hold things that have lost their materiality

everything I had daydreamed of getting while in school crumpling a hand grip or with
pale eyes stretching tendons or walking on the pond’s bottom with weights in my hands
or without air

then when I did not answer your not answer calls not hurried your

notes running down my back through your hair through color-suppressing eyes —

now when I cannot fill the summer house in summer let loose the stale snow

of carcasses from freezers go to

the auction of stones up to Cherryhill and back and with a heavy gift for my meditation
garden

for piles of gravel among the plum trees and

among nonspecific blocks of wood beneath the windows which

like you there is no one to replace with?

there is no one

to replace

Pastebéty klaidy atitaisymas

Pati Svelniausia biitybé gyvena Stiklo kalne, kitoje miesto puséje.
Kiekviena akimirka Salia jos keri mane.

Myliu ja, princes¢ — tokia mano ars poetica.

Kai ji i§vaziuoja j Alpes ar Mazaja Azijg — palieka man
kates, papiigas ir trijy kambariy nerimg. Atsisveikinus
pradeda veikti visi jos nekalti burtai.

Nezinau, kg jie reiSkia, todél kraustausi i$ proto ir,

kad greiciau slinkty laikas — prisiregistruoju poliklinikoje,
ten pasidarau Sirdies kardiograma, be to, nustoju dométis
kas vyksta anapus fotografijy. Naktimis atkuriu

visus milsy bezodzius pasnekesius, jy stiliy ir

sintakse. Perrasingju Simtus karty kiekvieng

zodj, besikésinantj tapti jos tobulumo atspindziu,

nors aiSkiai suvokiu, kad nerasiu né vieno

atitikmens kalboje, o visas mano raSymas bus tik
nesibaigiantis pastebéty klaidy atitaisymas
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Correction of Discovered Mistakes
The gentlest creature lives on Glass Hill, on the other side of town.

Every moment near her enchants me.
I love her, the princess — that’s what my ars poetica is.



When she leaves for the Alps or Asia Minor, she leaves me
the cats, parrots, and the disquiet of three rooms. When she leaves
all of her innocent spells begin to work.

I don’t know what they mean, that’s why I’m out of my head and,
so time would pass more quickly — I admit myself to the polyclinic,
have a cardiogram taken there, more so, stop being interested in

what takes place on the other side of photographs. At night I reconstruct
all of our wordless conversations, their style and
syntax. I write each word down

a hundred times, attempting to become her perfection’s reflection,
though I clearly understand that I will never find a single
equivalent in language, and all of my writing will be only

an unending correction of discovered mistakes

Translated by Jonas Zdanys

Steven SCHROEDER
(USA)

Steven Schroeder teaches and writes in Chicago and Shenzhen, China. He grew up in the
Texas Panhandle, and his poetry continues to be rooted in the experience of the Plains,
which teaches attention to “nothing that is not there” but more especially to “the nothing
that is.” His poetry has appeared or is forthcoming in the Cresset, Georgetown Review,
Halcyon, Karamu, Mid-America Poetry Review, Petroglyph, Poetry East, Rhino, Texas
Review, and other literary journals. His most recent poetry collection is Revolutionary
Patience, published by Virtual Artists Collective in 2004.

Watch for Falling Light

At twenty below,

there is no need

to litter sidewalks

with signs that warn
passersby to watch for ice

falling. Winter
light drops from heights
Chicago skyscrapers can



not imagine, propelled
by forces greater than
the curve of space

time. Forget
ice. Watch
for falling light.

Steven SCHROEDER
(JAV)

Stevenas Schroederis désto ir rao Cikagoje ir SenZenyje, Kinijoje. Jo poezijoje giliai
isiSaknijo gimtojo Teksaso lygumos. Jo eilés buvo spausdintos Siuose literatiiriniuose
zurnaluose: Cresset, Georgetown Review, Halcyon, Karamu, Mid-America Poetry
Review, Petroglyph, Poetry East, Rhino, Texas Review, ir kt. Naujausias jo poezijos
rinkinys Revoliuciné kantrybé (Revolutionary Patience) iSleistas 2004.

Saugokis krentancios Sviesos

Esant minus dvideSim¢iai
nebiitina

terSti Saligatviy

zenklais, perspéjanciais
praeivius saugotis krentanciy

varvekliy. Ziemos
Sviesa krenta i$ tokiy aukstybiy
apie kurias Cikagos dangoraiziams
tik pasvajoti, varoma jégy
galingesniy uz
erdvés skliautg

laikg. Pamirskite
varveklius. Saugokités
krentancios §viesos.

Factory Music

Not silent, snow,
or gentle here.

It composes
metallic concertos



over white absences,
deploys machines to slow
the city, enlists armies
of conscripts who scrape
metal on concrete while
tires slide on ice and
engines whine over
rhythms of boots on
it until drivers recall
patience from Winters
abandoned in previous lives.
Children celebrate,
and dogs, see with eyes
born new in the factory
music of snow.

Fabriky muzika

Visai netykus, sniegas, Cia
ir nesvelnus.
Jis kuria
metalinius koncertus
baltoje tuStyméje,
rikiuoja masinas miestui
sulétinti, verbuoja
armijas Sauktiniy gremzianciy
metalu betong, kol
padangos slysta ledu ir
zviegia varikliai virs
trempianciy baty
ritmo, kol vairuotojai prisimena
kantrybe 1§ uzmarstin nugrimzdusiy
praeity gyvenimy ziemy.
Vaikai §vencia
Ir Sunys, zvelgia akimis
ka tik uzgimusiomis sniego
fabriky muzikoje.

Just See This

Two trees stripped bare
by years and a thousand
Spring storms stand Winter



white at the end of Summer
among survivors still

green. They frame a pale moon
shadowed blue that bleeds

into morning sky. Moonwhite
cloudlines echo white Winter
trees over leaves that have not yet
begun to contemplate Fall. Just see
this. Just see this. Just see

this now wholly, and you will
take off your shoes

in the presence of God.

Tik iSvysk tai

Du medziai mety

ir tikstanciy pavasario audry
nuogai nurengti boluoja

tarsi Ziema vasaros pabaigoje
apsupti vis dar Zaliuojanciy
gyvyjy. Jie irémina varvantj

] ryto dangy blysky meénulj
gaubiamg melsvy Seséliy.
Ménulio blySkumo debesy juostos
atkartoja Ziemos baltumo medzius
tarp dar nepradéjusiy ruostis rudeniui
lapy. Tik i8vysk

tai. Tik i§vysk tai. Tik i§vysk

viso to pilnatve, ir tu

nusiausi batus

VieSpaties akivaizdoje.

Absences

Noah, suspended

on a wave he could understand
as nothing but god’s anger
clung to his family, dreamed
he was good, thought the flood
a mirror sent by god

to confirm it, planned a world
to look like him when the dove
returned with a token



of a tree, head above water. Not
a word of death, though the air
must have been full of it, nothing
but a rainbow sign.

Tight-lipped
Noah digs mass graves for absences
that haunt the world, keeps an eye
on water.

Nebuvimai

Nojus, pakibes

ant bangos, jis tegaléjo suprasti
nes niekas, tik dievo pyktis
liko iStikimas jo Seimai, svajojo
kad jis doras, galvojo, potvynis
veidrodis, pasiystas Dievo

tai patvirtinti, mané pasaulj
atrodysiant pagal savo pavidala
kai pargrjzo balandis su Zenklu
Sakele, galva vir§ vandens. N¢
zodzio apie mirtj, nors oras
tur¢jo biit jos pilnas, nieko

tik vaivorykstés lankas.

Suspaudes liipas
Nojus kasa masinius kapus nebuvimams
persekiojantiems pasaulj, viena akimi
] vandenj Zvairuodamas.

Theodicy
December 2004

All the Fall leaves

have settled

into Winter brown and lie
clenched around the cat

and me, speechless

in a miracle of December sun
shining through wind-stripped
trees. A Chinese flute

drifts through the door



over slack guqin, and

it could be Spring. Not

a funeral pyre to be

seen, but the scene

is haunted; and I cannot settle
with leaves in sun for thinking
of a priest surrounded by
death enough to populate a city
where I grew up who says

the Lord is not fussy

about funerals

in times like these.

Teodicéja
2004 gruodis

Visi rudens lapai

susliigo ] ziemos rudumg
susigniauz¢ aplink kate

ir mane, bezadziai guli

gruodzio saulés $vytincios

pro véjo nudrengtus medzius
stebukle. Kiniskos fleitos

Garsai jplaukia pro duris
Vyniojasi aplink tingy gukina',

ir tai galéty buti pavasaris.
Nematyti né vieno laidotuviy
lauzo, tac¢iau krasStovaizdis
pamekliskas, ir a§ negaliu jsitaisyti
kartu su lapais sauléje; galvoju
apie dvasininkg apsupta

mirties, jos uztekty apgyvendinti miesta
kuriame uzaugau, jame sakoma
atéjus tokiems laikams

Dievas nesiterlioja

Su laidotuvémis.

Community Garden

My neighbor kindly planted white impatiens
in the flower boxes on my balcony when

! Gukinas — septynstygé citra, seniausias kiny styginis instrumentas.



I was out of town. Inspired by this,

a crowd of native herbs with woody stems,
red-tinged, and pale green serrated leaves joined them,
discretely standing no more than an inch

or two above white flowers. In July, a pair

of petunia volunteers woke from a two year

nap and raised their heads, one pink, one striped
pink and white, just above green leaves

and white flowers, inclined toward east

and south, where they can catch sun

early and hold it until afternoon shade. Even

the maple trees lay low in this box and make

a bonsai grove beside petunias. But four
ostentatious locals homesteading among maples
tower over the whole at one end, reaching

for the only remaining branch of a tree

that has been dying a slow death for years

on the street. It seems they cannot believe it is
the same species as their diminutive neighbors,
so they stand on tiptoe and stretch their necks

to get a closer look. They bend south and east
like petunias but are not content to hunker down
so far from the sun. They do not look like grass
but have heads that recall what wheat was
before we tamed it. They eye the sidewalk below
and will soon leap across it to find footholds in
a tree lawn that has never put its heart into
covering ground between street and sidewalk.

Bendruomenés sodas

Mano kaimyné Svelniai pasodino baltas spriges

géliy dézése balkone, kol buvau

iSvykes uz miesto. [kveéptas pavyzdzio,

vietiniy zoliy biirelis, sumedéjusiais, rausvo atspalvio
stiebeliais ir blyskiai Zaliais karpytais lapais, prisijunge
prie jy, delikaciai iskildamas ne daugiau nei per colj
ar du virs balty Ziedy. Liepa, i§ du

metus trukusio snaudulio atsibudo pora

savanoriy petunijy, iSkélé savo galvytes, viena roziné
kita su baltais dryzeliais, vos vos virs zaliy lapy

ir balty Ziedy, palinko i rytus

ir pietus, kur gali anksti pasigaut saule

ir i8laikyt ja, kol uzslinks popietés Sesé¢liai. Netgi
klevo lapai Sioje dézéje elgesi kukliai, susibure



1 bonsy giraite Salia petunijy. Taciau ketvertas

pretenzingy vietiniy, jsiktirusiy tarp klevo lapy

i8kyla vir$ visy kitame gale, siekdami

vienintelés iSlikusios Sakos medzio

mety metus létai merdéjancio

gatvéje. Atrodo, jie niekaip negali patikéti, kad tai

ta pati riisis kaip ir jy netizaugos kaimynai,

taigi jie stiebiasi, tiesia savo kaklus,

nori pazvelgt i§ ariau. Jie linksta ] pietus ir rytus

tarsi petunijos, bet néra patenkinti, tupédami

taip toli nuo saulés. Jie neatrodo tarsi Zolés

bet jy Ziedynai primena, kaip atrod¢ javai

pries juos mums prijaukinant. Jie Zvelgia j Saligatvj apacioje
ir greitai Soks zemyn, ieSkos kaip jsitvirtint medj supancioje
zol¢je, kuriai niekada neuzteko drasos

suzelti zeméje tarp gatvés ir Saligatvio.

15 angly kalbos verté Marius Burokas

Rebecca SEIFERLE
(USA)

Rebeca Seiferle (b.1951), poet, translator. She has published three poetry collections and
received several awards for them. She translated poetry by Cezario Vallejo. She is
founder and editor of the web magazine The Drunken Boat www.thedrunkenboat.com .
She lives in Farmington, New Mexico.

Seraphim

Even houseflies must have their angels.
Principalities, at knee or elbow, the voice

of God caught within an ear, at such a pitch,

it makes the scull hum. And if I swat them,
can they blame me? Like all good messengers,
they‘re just testing whether we are still alive.
By such means, the priest taught me, God creates —
all the living and the dead, just a nursery

for his batching. So when I found a trinity

of maggots in the abdominal wall

of a living kitten, though I hat to pinch

them out, I could not blame them — Shadrach,
Meshach, Abednego, pale witnesses

of the homesick God, caught in the furnace


http://www.thedrunkenboat.com/

of the flesh, hoping to sprout wings.

Rebecca SEIFERLE
(JAV)

Rebeca Seiferle (g.1951), poeté ir vertéja. ISleido tris poezijos rinkinius, apdovanotus
Jvairiais prizais, iSverté Cesario Vallejo poezijos. Internetinio poezijos zurnalo ,,The
Drunken Boat* steig¢ja ir redaktoré. Gyvena Farmingtone, Njumeksiko valstijoje.

Serafimai

Ir naminés musés turi savo angelus.
Kunigaikstijos ant kelio arba alkiinés, Dievo
balsas, jkliuves ausyje, toksai tonas,

jog kaukolé ima gausti. Jeigu pritréksciau,

ar jos mane kaltinty? Kaip visi geri pasiuntiniai,
jos tik tikrina, ar mes dar gyvi.

Tokiu biidu, mane moké kunigas, Dievas kuria —
visi gyvieji ir mirusieji yra tik Siltnamis

jo eksperimentams. Ir kai gyvo katino

pilvo sienoje radau lervy trejybe, as jy nekaltinau,
nors ir tur¢jau iSkrapstyti — Eniki,

Beniki, Abedneg, blyskis ilgesnio kamuojamo
Dievo liudytojai, ikliuve kiino Zaizdre,

kupini vilties, kad jiems iSdygs sparnai.

The Canary

So difficult to hear beyond the provisional racket
of the self, the small whisper of being,

yet sometimes I think, in the waking dream
after meditating, that I can feel the deepest pulse of all those I love,

slipping into a distant kitchen for a cup of water
or tripping down the morning stairs into the noise

of a different city, so far away, in whatever hour it is
wherever they are, that the pale flash of an elbow

is so tangible and of such sweetness that it falls
as lightly as a hand placed on that acupressure point



that hurts above the heart. I don’t know if it’s
bodily memory falling as imperceptibly as

the gold pollen of the juniper tree, or the dream
of the cells of my body imagining

the world into flesh, some centerlessness
of being, but it’s as piercing as the cry of the canary,

not the cultivated roller that sings with closed lips
in a cavernous cage while the waiters

in their white uniforms and hats marked “Mother’s”
yell out orders and the names of customers —

the special of the day, a bowl full of trash, a cup
full of mud — until one hunches one’s shoulders

and pitches into the dark, but the original
nondescript green and yellow finch,

discovered in 1475 on the “Isle of Dogs” that sang
only when it was alone, a song so piercing

because it had to travel across
all the distances of its world.
Kanarélé

Taip sunku isgirsti kg nors anapus AS
laikino triukSmo, tylaus esimy $nabzdesio,

bet as kartais galvoju, busdama
po meditacijos, kad jauciu ty, kuriuos myliu, giliausius tvinksnius

slitkindama j tolimg virtuve stiklinés vandens
arba straksédama Zemyn ryto laiptais i kito miesto

iiZes}, toli toli, jauciu juos bet kuriuo laiku
ir vietoj, jog net blyskus alkiinés Svystel¢jimas

yra toks realus ir mielas, ir pradingsta lengvai
tarsi ranka, spaudusi masazo taSka,



kuris atsiliepia skausmu virs Sirdies. Nezinau, ar tai
kiino atmintis, nepastebimai krentanti

tarsi auksinés kadugio ziedadulkés, ar apsisapnave
mano kiino Igstelés, isivaizduojancios

pasaulj kiine, biitj be centro,
bet jis veriantis lyg kanarélés riksmas,

ne to dresiruoto zalvarnio, su¢iauptu snapu
giedancio giliame narve, kai padavé¢jai

baltomis uniformomis ir kepurémis su uzrasu ,,Mother’s”
Stik¢ioja uzsakymus ir klienty pavardes —

dienos patiekalas, pilnas dubuo atlieky, pilnas
purvo puodukas — kol tu susikiiprini

ir puoli | tamsa, bet tikra:
neapsakomai zaliai geltonas kikilis,

atrastas 1475-aisiais ,,Suny saloje”, iulbéjes
tik tada, kai buvo vienas, Sitaip veriamai,

nes jo melodija turéjo jveikti
visus pasaulio atstumus.

Black Water

What the blackness in the
universal trench and shovel returns me to
is the blackness in myself — earth clotted on
my tongue, mud plastered upon
my eyelids, squawking as a parrot
repeating words it cannot comprehend, an angel’s stutter, a book full of
indictments of the dead who fell out of the lists of life like black water falling out of
my arms —how will I hang onto
my children? or cling to the table with
its pale profusions of flowers, and how
do the living ever answer the dead, their presence pouring out of
the radio and filling up the car?
Once every heart
had its own village, and every village
had its own cemetery, and was it enough
to undress the body one knew so well and lower it into



the blackness of the ancient ocean that broke at the edge of
the forest, at the edge of the world ?. . . but now each of
us has put on the knowledge of God without
the power. . .
Each night my tiny hours fill up with
the illiterate x’s and statistics of the
dead, and the ancient answers do not
answer, so I throw what / am, a stone to shatter the lack
of reflection, a crumb of bread to break the waters,
pushed to the lack and labor of being, where I know nothing except
I love you and that too arrives with its sadness, a glass of black water
held by your hand that seems so full of light.

Juodas vanduo

Prie ko mane grazina
juoduma grioviuose ir semtuvuose -
prie juodumos manyje, zemés, sukres¢jusios
ant liezuvio, purvu uzlipdyty
akiy, juodumos, spiegiancios kaip papiiga,
kartojancios zodzius, kuriy nesupranta, angelo mik¢iojimo, knyga, pilna
mirusiyjy kaltinimy, kurie ikrito i§ gyvenimo sarasy tarsi juodas vanduo, sriivantis
1§ mano ranky — kaip as jsitversiu
savo vaiky? Isikibsiu stalo su
blySkiomis géliy gausybém, ir kaip
gyvieji gali atsakyti mirusiems, kurie kalba
i§ radijo ir apgyvendina automobilio salong?
Kadaise kiekviena Sirdis
turéjo savo kaimg, ir kiekvienas kaimas
turéjo savo kapines, bet ar to uzteko
nurengti kiing, tokj pazjstamgq kiing ir nuleist jj
j juodumg pirmykscio vandenyno, snioksciancio
pasaulio pakrasty uz misko? ...o dabar kiekvienas
i§ musy jsisupes j Dievo paZinimg,
taciau be galios...
Kas naktj mano valandos prisipildo
nerastingy kryzeliy ir mirusiyjy
statistikos, ir senoviniai atsakymai
neatsako, ir a$ sviedziu, kas as esu, sviedziu akmenj sudauzydama
refleksijos stygiy, sviedziu duonos trupinj, praskirdama vandenis,
priremta prie bities stygiaus ir sunkio, kur nezinau nieko, i§skyrus
myliu tave, bet ir tai ateina su litidesiu, juodo vandens stikline,
kurig laiko tavo ranka, kupina §viesos.



The First Person

“I am not the I of my poem. . . The poet invents a being,
and that being. . .stands before the world, naked and feeling.’
-Sam Hamill

b

Who is this I who loves you, never having
glimpsed you in any clearing of the fog,

who returns to me full of words

and feeling, drawn up from a mysterious realm?
Who arrives with a wounded hand, a scar full

of flowers, a body filling up with black water, and falls
into the white skin of the birch—that white skin
of my childhood that I was always trying to carve
into paper, to write upon with words. Is it

even “me” at all? For what does it have to do
with the sweltering room that the tiny fan tries

to keep cool or with the dogs that howl

at all hours, or with the fury of the neighbors
slamming their doors? Yet it seems more truly
me, how will I follow, who will I be, now

that [’'m no more than a shadow? how can I

turn away from what it tells me: this |

who believes it can cross any distance or hear

the whispers of god flying along the farthest
trajectories of everything that’s lost, who fingers
the pulse of those who have died, who finds

its face in a well of dark water, and who loves
you and loves you as if all the beauty of the world
has lain down in your arms.

Pirmasis asmuo

,»AS nesu eilérascio As... poetas isranda biitybe, ir ji ... stovi pasaulio akivaizdoje, nuoga
ir jautri*
Sam Hamill

Kas yra $is AS, kuri myli tave, niekad, net vog€iomis
nenuzvelges taves nei vienoj migly proskynoj,

kuris grizta pas mane kupinas zodziy

ir jausmo, ateinancio i§ paslaptingos gelmés?

kuris ateina suzeista ranka, praZzydusiu randu,

kiinu, kurj semia juodas vanduo, ir krenta



balton berzo odon — balton mano vaikystés

zievén, kurig vis bandydavau supjaustyti

lapais, priraSyti ZodZiy. Bet ar tai

dar ,,A$“? Kg gi jis turi bendra

su leip¢janciu kambariu, kuri bando atvésinti
mazutis ventiliatoriukas, iStisai

staugianciais Sunim, ar trankanciy duris

kaimyny jtiziu? Taciau dabar, kai esu

tik Sesélis, - kg seksiu, kas bisiu -

atrodo, kad esu tikresnis AS. Kaip galiu

praleist negirdom tai, kas man sakoma: tas AS,
kuris tiki, jog gali jveikti bet kokj atstumg ir iSgirsti
kuzdesj dievo, skriejancio toliausia praradimy
trajektorija, kuris uz¢iuopia mirusiyjy pulsa, suranda
savo veida Saltinio tamsoj, ir myli tave

ir myli, tarytum visas pasaulio grozis

bty prigludgs prie tavo ranky.

Fire in a Jar

Some plucked from flight by sweep of net

or grasp of hand, immediately darken

and flicker out. A drift of stars becomes

mere green beetles scraping the glass bottom
of a jar. Other kinds go on flashing, ardent

no matter how captive they are, lighting

up even the smallest heaven. And still

others make a haze of their own longing,
dispersing themselves into a diffuse haze,
becoming a drop of sexual sunlight falling
upon the transparent world. Glass eye,

glass heart, glass jar, in which we try and keep
our flickering selves, all the light in us is sexual,
a luminous persistence—a heaven or a hell.

Ugnis stiklainyje

Nuraskyti nuo skrydzio mosteléjus tinkliuku

arba siekteléjus ranka kai kurie i§syk nustoja

mirgéti ir sutemsta. Zvaigzdziy létos tekmés virsta
zaliais vabalais, brizuojanciais perregimg stiklainio
dugna. Kiti tebezybsi, karStuoliai, nekreipiantys démesio
1 nelaisve, nusvieciantys ir liliputiskiausig dangy. Treti



savgji ilgesj pavercia migla, iSsklisdami

neaiskiu ruku, virsdami seksualinés saulés lasu,

krentanciu ant permatomo pasaulio. Stiklo akis,

stiklo Sirdis, stiklainis, kuriame mes iSbandome ir laikome
savo mirgancias savastis, visa §viesa mumyse yra seksualing,
Svytintis uzsispyrimas — rojus ar pragaras.

The burn that the oven rack scorched

into my hand last night dawns as a seal of darkness
across my skin, a streak of slightly pregnant cloud
across a summer sky, or the slick track that a slug leaves,
all the fluidity of itself, a shining kiss upon the earth,
a part of me and yet apart, epidermal marvel

of how cells heal when the heart cannot,

so often, when we are burned by fire,

we become the waters that we are,

welling up between the injured

layers, the clear fluid of deepened thought,

as if what were dispersed within gathered

into that blister like a drop of rain, that palm

full of river water, so that the hand cups

and tries to hold the clear and cool stream

of its own being that flows through every vein and cell, swelling
now and overflowing beneath the transparency

of the skin, where some touch has burnt

too deep: how to grasp the truth of

what being is, without owning, without

being owned by, except a tactfulness

of feeling, fingers grasping with such

a delicacy of touch—the oven rack,

the burning edge of all that is. . .

Nudegimas nuo Kkrosnies groteliy

Ant mano rankos vakar nusvito kaip tamsos zyme
odoje, pilvoto debesies ruozelis

vasaros danguj arba slidus takelis, kurj palieka lerva,
visa ko takumas, spindintis bucinys Zemei,
epiderminis stebuklas, mano ir jau nebe:

lastelés gydo ten, kur Sirdis nesiekia,

nes taip daznai, kai mus apima ugnis,

mes virstam vandeniu, i$ kurio atéjom.



Srovenantis tarp pazeisty audiniy,

tyras gil¢jancios minties skystis,

lyg tai, kas buvo iStirpe viduje,

susitelkeé ] Sitos puslés lietaus lasa,

Sitg delna, pilng upés vandens; ranka susigniauzia,
bandydama sulaikyti gryng ir vésig buvimo
srove, tekancig kiekvienoj gysloj ir Igstelé;j,
tvinstancig ir uztvindanc¢ig vaiskig oda,
kur neatsargus prisilietimas iSdegino

per gilig Zaizda: kaip suciuopti tiesa,

kas yra buvimas, nevaldant ir nevergaujant,
i1Sskyrus mandagy jausma,

pirstus, ¢iuopiancius su neapsakomu
Svelnumu — krosnies groteles,

kaitrig visatos briaung...

Is angly kalbos verté Laurynas Katkus

Rimvydas STANKEVICIUS
(Lietuva)

Rimvydas Stankevicius, poetas, prozininkas, zurnalistas, gimé 1973 metais Elektrénuose,
Vilniaus universitete jgijo lietuviy literatiros magistro diploma, nuo 1997 mety dirbo
dienras¢io Respublika reporteriu, televizijoje vedé laida ,,Kultiiros spastai®, dabar dirba
ry$iy su visuomene agentiiroje. Jis yra iSleidgs dvi poezijos knygas ir vieng apsakyma, jo
eilérasciai versti j angly, lenky, suomiy, Svedy kalbas ir skelbti jvairiose uzsienio
antologijose. Gyvena Vilniuje.

IS AUKSCIAUSIOSIOS BUSTINES. VISISKAI SLAPTAL

Misy nesvarbios véliavos,

Eilini Trakli,

Tai tik semantinés pinklés,

Aklai padalinancios, tarsi komunija,
Zodzius “pergalé” ir “pasiseks kita karta”. ..

Slovei ir mir¢iai tikrai nesvarbi
Tavos uniformos spalva —

Gyvieji dar dévi Zudanciy riiba,
Nukautieji — pilkajj riibg mirusiyjy.

O tiesos, id¢jos ir Sukiai?



Ar teko sutikti bent vieng kareivy,
Guldantj galva dél melo ir blogio,
Eilini Trakli?

Bet lig Siol besikaunanciy puseés
Tebéra dvi.
Kitaip tariant — géris pries geérj, eilini...

O stai ir svarbiausieji - - -

Jau suvalge savaj] grumsta.

Ropinéja tarp Sautuvy nuolauzy

Ir nukautyjy, niekieno zeméje,

Vienodai nutole nuo buvusiy priesy, savyjy —

Jau be baimés, be ryzto, net be
Krypties...

Zolé jau jiems vél tik Zole,
O ne priedanga,

Ir ana ten kalva —

Jau joks strateginis taSkas...

Jiems jau vél Sviecia saulé

Ir laikas vél teka 1§ léto.

Netolies istryksStantys zemiy fontanai
Vel tiktai grazis.

O pusy virStinése jiems palinksminti —
Gaudyniy zaidzia nuogos med. seserys...

Tai jdomiausioji mano kariauna,
Eilini Trakli,
Ir jai tu dabar vadovauji.

Rimvydas STANKEVICIUS
(Lithuania)

Rimvydas StankeviCius, poet, prose-writer, journalist, was born in 1973 in Elektrénai,
and graduated from Vilnius University with an MA in Lithuanian literature. Since 1997
he has worked as a reporter for the newspaper, Respublika. In 2001, he hosted the
television show “Culture Trap”, and currently is employed by a public relations agency.
He has published two collections of poetry and a short story. His poetry has been
translated into Polish, Swedish, Finnish, and English, and has been included in numerous

foreign poetry anthologies. He lives in Vilnius.



FrROM THE HIGHEST HEADQUARTERS. TOP SECRET.

Flags are not important in battle,

Private Trakl,

They are only semantic traps,

Blindly distributing, like communion,

The words “victory” and “we’ll win next time”...

The color of your uniform is not important
To glory and death —

The living still wear the clothing of killers,
The killed — the gray clothing of the dead.

And truths, ideas and slogans?

Have you ever met a single soldier
Who laid his head down for lie and evil,
Private Trakl?

Even now there are two
Battling sides.
In other words — good versus good, private...

And here the most important - - -

Who already ate their own lump of earth.

They crawl among broken guns

And the killed, in no man’s land,

Equally separated from former enemies, friends —

Now without fear, without resolve, even without
Direction...

Grass for them is already only grass
And not cover,
And that other hill —

No longer a strategic point...

The sun shines again for them

And time again passes slowly.

Nearby gushing fountains of dirt

Again are only beautiful.

And in the tops of pines to make us smile
Naked nurses play catch...



That is my most interesting soldiery,
Private Trakl,
And now you are in charge.

NAMAI
Siuos namus jau uzvaldé daiktai.

Ant vinies kabanti gaspadoriaus kepuré —
Jau seniai pati sau gaspadorius,

Cia noksta uz lango obuoliai,

Kantriai tiino ant suolo —

Per amzZius nustatytoje vietoje —

Kibiras su geriamu vandeniu...

Neéra kas atsigeria.

Kas riiko ir keikiasi,

Kad nekirsta dar zolé, kad orai
Vis grasina lietum...

Keikiuosi a§ — — kad riiksta

Ir nejsikuria krosnis —

— malkos supjautos any dar

Zmoniy, vangiai

Pakliista any prijaukintas kirvis,
Migloja nuo zvilgsniy atprate langai...

Net paciam savo zingsniy baisu —
Baisu uzminti, pazadinti

Raudas, sumigusias sienose,
Suerzint tylos lizdus...

Ir laikrodis ant sienos
Regis, niekada netiksédavo,
Vis sustabdomas gedului
Ties tikslia padala,
Zymin¢ia mirtj —

Stai dabar — be keliy minuéiy
Pusiaudienis, trunkantis

Jau keleta mety.

Pats laikas pietauti,

Pats laikas Sienauti,



Skolintis arklj, ratus...

Trumpam sukliista namai,
Mano gyslose tizesj kraujo pazing,
Suvizga uodega...

Kaip jiems paaiskint,

Kad man nebertipi lietts — —
— —Ir Zolé jau seniai seniai
pati pareina namo...

HOME
This home has been conquered by things.

On a nail the master’s hat —

It has long been its own owner,
According only to its supervised order
Here apples ripen outside the window,
Patiently on a bench —

For ever in its appointed place —

A pail with drinking water...

There is no one who drinks it.

Who smokes or curses

That the grass is still unmown, that the weather
Is always threatening rain...

I curse — that the stove smokes

And doesn’t come to flame —

Wood cut by those other

People, the ax domesticated

By others obeys only lazily,

Windows weaned from glances fog over...

It’s frightening to hear one’s footsteps —
Frightening to step on, awaken

The moans asleep in the walls,

Disturb the nests of silence...

And the clock on the wall
Seems never to have ticked,
Always stops for mourning
Near the correct section

That demarks death —



So now — a few minutes before
Noon, already lasting

Several years.

It’s time for lunch,

Time to mow the hay,

Borrow a horse, cart. ..

The house begins to listen,
Recognizing the sound of blood in my veins,
A tail wags...

How to explain to them

That the rains don’t matter to me —

— — And the grass for a long long time
comes home on its own...

PerriSimas

Paprastai vakarai

Ir naktys.

Kuriose pasislépe

Poruojasi medziai

Be meilés, su jnirsiu,

Su gtidziomis dejonémis,
Gasliais paplakimais
Plikomis $akomis per veids...

Sunkiai keliuosi

Sopanciom rankom,

Iki kraujo suaizytu veidu.
Ciupinéjuos, ieskau tamsoj ko isgerti,
(ziburio nedegu — pabandytum —

tuoj sulekia artyn visos baimés
litidesiais apsikarsciusios.

Lipina snukius prie stiklo,

Suviliotos §viesos),

Po mano pirstais (medziai vis glostinéja
Viens kitg jgudusiomis Sakomis)
Kriipcioja daiktai, tamsoje

Pametg vardus:

Silta, glitu, Svelnu, skauda...

Kartais taip apciuopom
Nusigaudavau net j senamiest],



Orientuodamasis pagal baznyc¢iy
Architektiiros stiliy.

Ten ramiau. Ten medziy néra.
Gal kiek paguodzia

Mano draugy siluetai

Baruose prie staleliy

(jei ziuri pro langa, net nesuprasi,
kad tai tik vaskinés figiiros).

Kartais taip apiuopom

Parsivesdavau moterj —

Biidavo glaudzias prie mano Sonkauliy
Pastirus i§ baimes.

Lengvai ja paimdavau —

Cia — a$ graziausias

Tarp visy tusciy buteliy ir ikony,
Kurios tamsoje neSventos...

Sunkiausia su valgymu —
Kas burnoj — supranti tik pakramtes:
Silta, glitu, $velnu, skauda...
Kartais verkiu

IS skonio pazings

Ringuoju sau prakeiksmus,
Bet negi i$spjausi?
Patamsiuos nuryti lengviau,
Patamsiuos atleisti lengviau
Sau ir pasauliui, ir Dievui.
Patamsiuos gyventi lengviau,
Paprasciau...

Paprastai vakarai ir naktys,
Ir tik labai retai — rytas.

Ir tik labai retai rytas

Ateina patikrinti, kg padariau.
Medziai tada nekaltuciai
Stovi nuo SerkSno apspange
(nei nuogy Saky, nei lytéjimy)
Viskas §venta ir blizga.

Net varnos kosti oriau,
Pasirise kaklaraiscius.

Ty¢ia kvepia Kalédom daiktai
Su vardais, su veidais,

Su mano danty Zymémis...



Salia triikéioja tai,
Kas buvo Svelnu ir glitu.

Rankose naudoti
Permirke
Tamsos tvarsciai.

RETYING

Typically evenings

And nights.

Hiding in which

Trees pair off

Without love, with rage,

With somber moans,

Sensual lashings

With naked branches across my face...

I rise with difficulty

With aching arms,

Face cracked to the blood.

I touch myself, look in the dark for something to drink,
(do not light a lantern — try it —

all your fears will fly in

fettered with sadnesses.

They press their snouts against the glass,
seduced by the light),

Under my fingers (the trees still caress
One another with skillful branches)
Things wince, having lost their names
In the dark:

It’s warm, sticky, gentle, it hurts...

Sometimes by sense of touch

I reach even to Old Town,

Orienting myself by the church’s

Architectural style.

It’s quieter there. There are no trees there.
Perhaps I am comforted somewhat

By my friends’ silhouettes

In bars at small tables

(looking through the window, you wouldn’t guess
they were only wax figures).

Sometimes by sense of touch



I would bring home a woman —

She would press herself against my ribs
Stiff with fear.

I took her easily —

Here I am the best looking

Among all the bottles and icons

Which are unholy in the dark...

It’s hardest with eating —

What’s in the mouth you know only after chewing:
It’s warm, sticky, gentle, it hurts...
Sometimes [ weep

Recognizing from the taste
Wriggling curses on myself,

But can you spit it out?

In the dimness it is easier to swallow,
In the dimness it is easier to forgive
Yourself and the world, and God.

In the dimness it is easier to live,
Simpler...

Typically evenings and nights
And only very rarely — morning.

And only very rarely morning

Comes to check on what I’ve done.

The trees then innocently

Stand blinded by cold

(no naked branches or caresses)
Everything is holy and shines.

Even the crows cough with more dignity,
Having tied on their neckties.

Things deliberately smell like Christmas
With names, with faces,
With the marks of my teeth...

Alongside twitches that
Which was gentle and sticky.

In my hands the used
Soaked

Bandages of darkness.

Translated by Jonas Zdanys



Ilpo TIIHONEN
(Finland)

Ilpo Tiihonen, poet, translator, was born in 1950. He studied at Helsinki University,
worked in a construction company and at the harbor. His first book of poetry appeared in
1975. Since then he has published 16 collections and two books of collected poems. His
publishing house is WSOY. He had a selected poems in English translation, “Black and
Red”, in 1993. His poems are also translated into Estonian, French, Hungarian, Russian,
and Swedish. He has written librettos for musicals and operas, and translated poetry into
Finnish. He has been awarded with many prizes.

LIKAINEN ENKELI

Yon enkeli on jdényt rappusille
reppu seldssddn

ja odottaa

ja likaisin kynsin kaivaa
hurmaavia korviaan

ja hdnen mukanaan on lasti
ikuisesti kuumaa vettd,
paljon hampaita ja jalkoja
ja pitkda piuhaa niille
joilla paisi brakaamaan

janiin kdy tdné jouluyoni
pimeimpand hetkend —
pamahtavat auki
roskalaatikoiden kannet ammolleen
ja sata kaveria nousee
ilman papereita
suoraan taivaaseen

(HYVAT, PAHAT JA RUMAT, 1984)

[lpo TIHHONEN
(Suomija)

Ilpo Tiihonen, poetas, vertéjas, gimé 1950 metais, studijavo Helsinkio universitete dirbo
statybose ir uoste. Pirmasis eiliy rinkinys pasirodé¢ 1975 metais. ISleido 16 poezijos
knygy, 18§ kuriy sudarytos eilérasc¢iy rinktinés ,,Dangaus kampuose* (1975-1986) ir

,» L rumpa odé visiems* (1975-2000). Naujausias rinkinys ,,Largo®, i§¢jo 2004. Jo kiiryba
leidzia WSOY leidykla. Angly kalba i$¢jo rinktiné ,,Black and Red* (1993). Jo eilérasciai



dar i$versti | esty, pranciizy rusy, $vedy ir vengry kalbas. Jis paras¢ librety miuziklams,
operoms, verté ] suomiy kalbg poezijg. Uz savo kiirybg jis pelné daugelj premijy.

PURVINAS ANGELAS

Nakties angelas ant virtuveés laipty,
su kuprinéle,

ji lukuriuoja

ir krapsto juodu nageliu

nuostabig savo ausj,

ji turi atsineSus dovio:
niekad nevéstancio vandens,
danty ir kojy kratinj

ir sielos atgaiva visiems,
kurie pamete galvas

ir $tai per pacig Kiiciy naktj,
tamsiausigjj jos metg
konteineriy dangciai
staiga trinksédami atSoka
ir Simtas Slapjurgiy be
jokiy pasy
tiesiog | dangy lekia

ALASTI

Sata naista sadan kiukaan hehkussa
punertavin kdsin pesee pikkuisiaan.

Sata pikkupoikaa sdleaidan takaa
lumeentampatuista kuopistaan
pukuhuoneen valoon kurkistaa

jos tdndédn nakyisikin tissi neiti Lempiselta!
Ja sata tihtituikkua on syttynyt

sen lumitienoon ylle,

ja miehet ovat kotona

jauuni lAmmittaa.

Ja koira unen jdisen varjon

hitistdd hannélldan.

Ja niin ihanasti pakkashilpa puissa kilahtaa
kuin tdhén, tille lumikdmmenelle
leijuisikin hippu tulevaa



NUOGYBE

Simtas motery §imto sauny liepsny at$vaituos
jraudusiom rankom savo mazylius trenka.
Simtas berniuky prie Ziogriy tvoros

supliikto sniego apkasuose

nusviestg priepirt] stebi, spélioja,

ar Siandien Mis Maloningoji jiems papus parodys!
Zvaigzdyny §imtas Ziebias danguje

vir§ sniegino gamtovaizdzio,

o vyrai sédi namuose,

kur krosnys plieskia Siluma.

Ir Suo leding sapno Smékla

nubaido viksteldamas uodegg.

O speigo karoliukai medziuose

dziugiai sucingsi,

tartum Saky snieguotoms saujoms

kas biity visg ateitj laidaves.

KAUHU JA ONNI

Illalla, kun kaikki

Suomen viisisataatuhatta nallea
on peitelty,

ja puolimiljoonaa punahilkkaa
puristettu kuiviin

viimeiseen

suden

veren

pisaraan

asettuu punainen kieli

levolle

neljdn miljoonan valkoisen maitohampaan
véliin

ja me ndemme meteoriittien myShiisriitit,
suhahdukset
sdngynpinnojen véleista,
ja viimeinen sirkkelinterd
iskeytyy
vuoteen vaneriseen paétyyn

On talvinen pakkasyd, samettia, kitiinia,



lepdd tummaselkdinen miljardipistepirkko

ja ihmisen pienessd padssa
mooko jo pokkollddn.

SIAUBAS IR LAIME

Vakarais, kai visi

penki Simtai tikstan¢iy Suomijos meskiuky
sudorota,

ir pusé milijono Raudonkepuraiciy
suSveista

lig paskutinio

vilko

kraujo

laSo

rausvi liezuviai gula
poilsio

uz keturiy milijony balty
pieniniy danty

suvelintas meteority ritualas,
blyksniai
mirga ant vaikiskos lovelés strypy,
o paskutinis
réZiasi
] faneruota jos galviigalj.

Salta Ziemos naktis

ramiai sau ilsisi,

aksomas, chitinas,

milijardas juodnugarés boruzés taskeliy

ir mazy zmoguciy galvutése
litliukas baubg keicia.

Jotakin ehdotti
tyhjélle teesihdille.
Se meni ldpi.



Kazin koks pasitilymas
tus¢iame arbatos sietelyje.
Jisai pragjo.

NOVA

Pimeydessi pyrstotéhti
heilauttaa laahustaan,
valon pitka kieli
pOydan pintaan
koskettaa.
Jossain syntyy tdhti,
sekunniksi sulaa jaa,
toinen tihti
syliin
sirpaleiksi
rdjahtéa.

Hetken vedenpeiliin,

ikuisiksi ajoiksi
me tehtiin kaikki mita taalla

osattiin.
Pilvet kulki,
sattui sateita

ja suhteellisuus osui

kaikkiin suhteisiin.

Heité nyt tuuleen
tuhkanharmaat sukkasi,
kesit ylittdvat kylla rannan
aina ajallaan.
Niin hyvin tiesin
etten ole oikea,
ja sind tiesit ettei niitd

olekaan,
niin hyvin tiesin
etten ole oikea,
ja senkin
ettd aina ehtii aloittaa.



NOVA

Kometa tamsiam danguj

uodega Svytruoja,
ilgas pédsakas Sviesos

pavirsiy stalo

Sluoja.
Uzgimé kazkur Zvaigzde,
sekundg ledas tirpsta,

o kita zvaigzdé

Sirdy
Sukémis

pavirsta.
Veidrodiniam atspindy

akimirkos mes amZiais
darém tai, kg
joj regéjom esant.
Debesys plauke,
lydavo lietus,
santykinumas lémé
santykius visus.

Pavéjui svieski savo

dulkiy pilkumo kojines,
vasara visad kranta

kerta paciu laiku.

Labai gerai zinojau,

kad as esu ne tas,
ir tu gerai zinojai,

kad viso to néra,

labai gerai zinojau,

kad as esu ne tas,
zinojau dar, kad niekad

pradéti ne vélu.

15 suomiy kalbos verté Danuté Sirijos Giraité



Gunnar WARNESS
(Norway)

Gunnar Werness, poet, essayist, playwright, translator, was born in 1973 in Trondheim,
Norway, and spent his early years there. He has published two collections of poems, and
works as an editor in the literary magazine LUJ (2003-2005). He lives in Sweden.

(benn)

av denne skyggen gud
skal tungen krype fram
som et menneske
og ordene skal komme
som hjelp og trost
og ga fra hus til hus
og ordene vil fa detre
0g senner
og lysningen de dpner i skogen — og det de deper seg selv
og skogen — blir den verden du har tent
lyset for
fordi hest, hene, svale og bukk
springer ut av hendene dine
og vi ser hendene dine springe
fortere enn oss
vi tror at du leter etter noe som ingen har sett for
at det er derfor du lager fugler: for at lettheten 1 hendene dine
skal kunne fly for seg selv
og befolke traerne
at det er derfor du lager tigeren: for at denne sulten skal gé los i skogen
og senere gd los
1 katten
og 1 katten kan tigeren fa smyge seg inntil oss
og sa kommer det en orm og sier “jeg er sulten”
0g ingen av 0ss ser ormen
(nar den gar sdnn som vi gér)
og ingen av oss forsto hva ormen sa
(nar den brukte de samme ordene som vi)
og lerte oss 4 si
kan du ikke slukke verden
ndr den likevel skal slukne
eller gi oss enda en sol
en sol sénn at alle ansiktene far lyst til 4 se samme vei
en sol sinn at alle ansiktene er vakne samtidig
under en sol som ikke snur seg etter andre soler



Gunnar WARNESS
(Norvegija)

Gunnar Werness, poetas, eseistas, dramaturgas, verté¢jas, 1973 metais gimé ir uzaugo
Trondheime, Norvegija. ISleido du eiléras¢iy rinkinius: ,,Karaliska atskala® (1999) ir
,»ACIT* (2002). Dabar vienas literatiirinio leidinio LUJ (2003-2005) redaktoriy. Gyvena
Svedijoje.

(malda)

18 Seselio dieve
i88liauz liezuvis
lyg zmogus
ir pabir¢ zodziai
it parama ir guoda
keliaus i§ namy j namus
ir zodziai susilauks stiny
ir duktery
ir proskyna, kurig atveria miske — ir kuo pakrikstija save
ir miSka — rasis pasauliu, kuriam tu jZiebei
Sviesg
nes vista, arklys, kregzde ir ozys
strykteli i$ tavo ranky
ir regim tavo rankas lakstant
uz mus greiciau
sp¢jam, kad ieSkai ko niekas iki $iol nemates
Stai kodél tu kuri paukscius: jog tavo ranky lengvumas
galéty sau pats skrajoti
ir apgyventy medzius
Stai kodél tu kuri tigra: jog Sis alkis klaidzioty laisvai po miSka
ir jklysty véliau
] kate
ir tigras katéje prie misy gali pritykinti
ir atslenka tada gyvaté sakydama ,,esu alkana”
ir niekas 1§ miisy gyvatés nepastebi
(jei ji vaiksto kaip ir mes)
ir niekas 1§ miisy nesuprato, kg ji saké
(jei naudojo tokius pat Zodzius kaip mes)
ir mus pamoké sakyti
ar negalétum pasaulj uzgesinti
jei vis tiek jis i§blés
ar duoti mums dar vieng saule
saule, su kuria visi veidai geisty zvelgti  vieng puse



saule, su kuria visi veidai pabusty vienu metu
po viena saule, kuri nesigrezia paskui kitas saules

i dagslys sier jeg  jeg ser ikke hva jeg holder pa med

dusier det er for tidlig & huske ansikter

for hvert ord du sier er du helt ny for meg

dusa  minnet mitt har ikke tatt form

vi bodde i gresset og vokste i gresset ~ mens vi gikk og gikk
etterhvert ble det natt og dag  og vi begynte a sove om nettene
ansiktene var dine  jeg sa ikke hva vi holdt pa med

jeg kan ikke huske hva vi kalte oss ~ men hendene ser  og knaerne ser
og oynene leter etter ordet for & se  jeg sier jeg er redd

du sper for hva  jeg sier at jeg en dag ikke skal ~ vékne

dusier  hvis du kan si for hva du er redd

er du ikke redd

fortell meg hva jeg skal gjore

navn kan forandre seg  navn kan forandre oss  jeg kalte meg ingen
og ingen fant meg  da fikk jeg aye pa skogen

og gikk inn i skogen  innidet gronne idetrede utenfor kroppen

jeg hadde sé lyst til & se hvordan visd ut  godt du hadde hert om skogen
at det gikk an a rope gjennom skogen

jeg laerer nesten & snakke hver eneste dag

du sier det kan ta et helt liv

jeg kan bare slike ting som du kan

du sper hva jeg husker: det samme som deg, og med dine ord
du sier: det er ikke sprak

jeg gejntar: det er ikke sprdk  du sier: ikke liv heller

jeg sier: men hvis vi lager et barn

du svarer ikke

du sier at minnet mitt ikke har tatt form
at for meg er minne  bare et navn

jeg haret bilde av gress ~ om & vaere over gresset



det er mitt minne
ikke bli sint  jeg sier bare det du har sagt jeg skal si

jeg er stemmen din

dienos Sviesoj sakau  nematau kg veikiu

tu sakai  per anksti prisiminti veidus

nes per zodj, kurj tari ~ randiesi man i§ naujo

tu kalb¢jai  mano prisiminimas be pavidalo

zol¢j gyvenom ir Zol¢j augom kol eite ¢jom

stojo pamazele naktis ir diena  ir pradéjom naktimis miegoti
veidai buvo tavo  nemaciau, kg veikém

nepamenu, kaip vadinom save  bet regi rankos  ir regi keliai
kad akys praregety ieSko zodzio  sakau, kad bijau

tu klausi ko  sakau, kad vieng dieng nenubusiu

tu atliepi  jei jvardini, ko bijai

tu nesibaimini

papasakok man, kg a$ darysiu

vardas gali keistis ~ vardas gali keisti mus  vadinausi nieku
ir niekas manegs nerado  tada iSvydau girig

ir jizengiau gilyn  jzaluma jraudonj aplink kiing

taip geidavau matyti, kaip atrodém  gerai, kad apie girig jau zinojai
kad galima per girig Saukti

a$ mokausi kalbéti veik kas mielg dieng

sakai, tai testis gali net gyvenima

a8 moku vien tuos dalykus, ka ir tu

tu klausi, ka atsimenu: tg pati, kg ir tu, ir tavo zodziais
tu man sakai: tai ne kalba

as§ pakartoju: ne kalba  tu atsakai: ir ne gyvenimas
a§ iStariu: o jei darysim vaika

tu neatsiliepi

sakai, jog turiu prisiminimg be pavidalo



jog prisiminimas  man vien vardas

matau zolés paveiksla  kur lieku vir§ zolés

ta a$ menu

nesirsk  sakau tik tai, kg tu sakei, kad pasakyciau

as tavo balsas

lov = lov

vi blir en kropp

i varmen vi kaster skygge skyggen
puster nér vi puster skyggen

star  nar vi ligger ett sekund pa solen
erett sekund under treerne

hvor lev  kaster skygge og kaster til skyggen lov
til 4 folge  det storre lysere legemet ~ gjennom lovet
som ikke deler seg 1 mindre skygger

av mindre treer i solen  ensol  som ikke blir lov

pa bakken eller oye i et ansikt

eller gronn av dette treet  bare vaere avspent gult

fra den gule definator et jeg-her og du-der

foran solen sitt navn  pd solen:

vier viblir for varme til & veere kropper

désnis = lapai

mes liejamés j vieng kiing

Silumoj mes metam Sesel]  Sesélis

alsuoja  kai mes alsuojam  Sesélis

stikso  kai mes tysom  sekundé saulé¢j

yra sekundé  po medziais

kur lapai  meta Ses¢l] ir uzdengia SeS¢liu  désnj
laikytis  didesnio Svytincio kiino  per lapus

kurie nesidalo ] maZesniy medziy

mazesnius Sesélius sauléj saulé  kuri nevirsta lapais
Slaite  ar akim veide

arba §io medzio zalumu  vien Svelnesniu geltoniu

1§ geltonosios skirstytojos — as-ten o Stai-tu

pries saule savo vardu  ant saulés:



esam daromés per $ilti biiti kiinai

(snakke = bryte)

du er gammel  nér du ikke snakker

du er alle jeg trenger ~ nar du snakker
med deg selv  jeg herer pusten din

og ingen andre enn deg  sitter inne i den
lyden overflatene dine stryker gjennom
rommet det er godt & snakke

munnen gver seg  dette spriket finnes ikke
pa avstand likner skrikene ord  jeg holder
rundt stolen  jeg holder rundt hodet

du star jeg ligger  dette er en rekke ord
jeghaper  treffer  detjeg foler etord
jeg star bak er dette

hesten

hesten sett fra hesten er en annen hest

(Snekéti = nutraukti)

tu esi senas  kai neSneki

esi tie, kuriy man reikia  kai Snekiesi
susavimi  girdziu tavo kvépavima

ir niekas be taves  nesédi persmelktas
to garso  tavo isSraiskos sklando po
kambari S$nekéti  gera

burna mankstinasi  néra tokios kalbos
réksmai per nuotolj panasiis j zodzius  laikausi
uz kédés laikausi uz galvos

tu stovi a8 guliu  tokia gausa ZodZiy
vilivosi iSreik§ kg juntu  Zodj

uz kurio glaudziuosi. ar tai

arklys

arklys Zitrint arkliui yra kitas arklys



(hvem er det som ser pa oss)

jeg ser ikke kroppene

som skal holde disse ordene i live

dette er armen som holder avstanden

lofter hdnden skjermer gynene finner deg
ved broen  opplyst det er en vei

som lofter seg

det er folk under broen

du gér heyt over hodene

gdr du blant trer er lovet krone

der har alle krone

og vi bayer oss for hverandre konge

der alle er konger ville du fortsatt veere konge
var det det du sa konge

er du der

(kas ten mus regi)

kiiny nematau

kurie saugos $iy zodziy gyvybe
ranka Stai kuri nuotolj i§saugo
kilsteliu delng ~ pridengiu akis randu tave
prie tilto  nuSviesta ten yra kelias
kylantis

ten yra zmonés  po tiltu

tu Zengi vir§ galvy aukstai

eini tarp medziy  lapija vainikas
ten visi su kartina

ir lenkiamés vieni kitam karaliau
kur visi karaliai tu vis tiek karalius
ar tg sakei karaliau

ar tu ten

(depe = slukke)

ord er rene belger

flammer ligger i papiret og kan sla ut
flammer kommer ikke utenfra

de ligger i papir og hud  og vegger

og slarut  ndr andre flammer kommer

for neere aske lages ikke i oss aske kommer



utenfra  aske er ikke fett stivelse
karbohydrater letthet eller varme  det er
ingenting  og det vi kler oss i

er det vi har fatt 4 kle oss 1

og skélen vi far til 4 ha mat i

kan ikke samle opp  alle regndrépene

regndrapene  noen faller utenfor

jeg tror at du trodde  at de var dine

slik som alle dpne ord som likner alt

kanskje og hvis og enten det var ikke meningen
a bli sarkastisk  eller syrlig

erdureddnd  er det derfor du er sé syrlig
grenne eple vil du bli flinkt

ja nei jeg vil ikke bli flinkt men
jeg vil bli lagt merke til

jeg snakket ikke til deg  for du hadde kropp
jeg snakket til gud  for gud hadde kropp
daogsd  komasken utenfra

men ild hadde ingen ting & gjemme seg i

(pavadinti = uzgesinti)

zodziai yra skaidrios bangos

liepsnos  glidi ant popieriaus ir gali jsiplieksti
liepsnos nesklinda iS iSorés

jos ttino popieriyj ir po oda  ir sienose

ir jsiplieskia  kai kitos liepsnos

sukursto  pelenai ne mumyse susidaro  atsklinda
i§ iSorés  pelenai ne riebus krakmolas
karbohidratai  Siluma ar lengvumas  tai
niekas ir kg mes velkameés yra

tai, kas mums duota

ir dubuo, i kurj maista dedam

nesukaups  visy lietaus lasy

lietaus 1aSai  krenta vieni kiti anapus
manau, tik¢jai  kad jie tavo

kaip ir atviri ZodZiai panaSus ] bet kg
galbut ir jeigu ir arba neketinau
darytis kandus  arba aitrus

ar tu dabar bijai  ar tu dél to aitrus
zaliasis obuoly  nori biiti guvus
taip ne  guviu blti neripi  bet



ripi, kad pastebéty

tau nekalb¢jau kol buvai be kiino
kalb¢jau dievui kol jis be kiino buvo
taipogi  sklido i§ iSorés  pelenai
bet ugnis netur¢jo kur sléptis

Is norvegy kalbos verté Nora Strikauskaité

Patricija SMIT
(Lietuva)

Patricija Smit, poeté, eseisté, gimé 1956 metais Alytaus rajono Ciurlioniy kaime. 1982
metais baigé Zurnalistikos studijas Vilniaus universitete, pirmajj eilérasciy rinkinj iSleido
1972 metais, antrasis ,,Tobulas pasaulis* pasirodé¢ 1999-ais. Jos kiirybos vertimy skelbta
graiky, latviy bei lenky spaudoje.

vaikysté

pakeisdavau parkeriams plunksnas
ir uzraSydavau sakinius —

tarsi varnény Ciulbesj —
kaligrafiskai tyliai linguodamos
suguldavo asmenuotés —

tarsi ievyny kekes —

tobulos kvepiancios

ir svaiginancios

kruopséiai ir tiksliai

stengdavaus piesti

skétiniy Seimos augalus

kmyny kraujazoliy stiprigsias Saknis

Vie§patie
kokia vésa nueidavo kiino porom

vakarais
nuo tos upés juodyjy alksnyny riky

lengvai alsavau

Patricija SMIT
(Lithuania)



Patricija Smit, poet and essayist, was born in 1956 in the village Ciurlionys, Alytus
district, Lithuania. She graduated in journalistic studies from Vilnius University in 1982.
Her first collection of poems appeared in 1972, the second in 1999. Translations of her
works have appeared in Latvian, Polish, and Greek.

childhood

I changed fountain-pen nibs
and wrote sentences-

sort of starling warbles
calligraphically silently swinging
placing verbs

as bird cherry clusters
perfect, fragrant

and giddy with knowledge
thoroughly and carefully

I tried to draw

plants with clusters of seeds

O my God
what coolness penetrated the pores of my body
in the evenings from the river’s black alders mist

easy to breathe in

AkuSeré

Tiek daug gyvuliskos baimes
Tose akyse
ISsidraike plaukai ant pagalviy
Riksmas pasikartojantis skausmas
Trumpi atokvépiai tarp sarémiy

Kai jie nuslopsta
ISbégu i koridoriy
Surtukyt cigaretés
Po bemiegées nakties
Ir jsidét | burng
Gabalélio kramtomosios gumos
Su métom

Per naktj — dvi moterys
Ir Stai dar viena
Kuri praso mangs jos nepalikt



Nors mano pamaina jau pasibaige
Kazkas jos akyse

Sulaiko mane

AS lieku

Leétai laSanti laseline
Vaikas kuris dar pakeliui

Atrodo kad
Visa tai truks amzinybe

Pradeda austi
Ir staiga —
Viskas keicCias aplinkui

Vos girdimai
Plaka vaiko S$irdis

Mane apima siaubas —
Atbéga daktaras —
Mes suspéjam

Dar sekundé —
Ir pasirodo vaikas
I$sigandusiom melynom akim

Viskas nurimsta

AS atverCiu jos pasa
Kad uzpildyciau popierius

Ir ¢ia mazutés nuotraukos

Man pradeda suktis galva —
Virpa rankos —

IS mazutés nuotraukos
I mane zvelgia
Mano mirus mama

Midwife
So much brutal fear in

Those eyes
Dishevelled hair on



The pillows
A scream recurring pain
During short labour respites

When they abate

I run into the corridor

To smoke a cigarette

After a sleepless night

And to put in my mouth

A piece of mint chewing-gum

During the night —

Two women

And there is one more

Who asks me not to leave her
Thought my shift over
Something in her eyes

Stops me

I stay

A liquid slowly dripping
A child still arriving

It seems that it all
Will last as eternity

It is broad daylight
And suddenly — all

changes
In a second

The baby’s heartbeats

Can hardly be felt

I am terror-stricken —

The doctor comes running —

We manage

Another second

A boy with frightened blue
Eyes appears

Everything is quiet

I open her passport

To fill a form

And there from a small
Photo



My head swims — my hands
tremble —

From the small photo

My dead mother looking at me

ISmaldautoja

Jau niekas atrodé negali padéti
Dievas per daug toli

Taip atrod¢ daugeliui
Silpnumo akimirkag

Netekus vilties

Ta naktj Visatoj rodés
Buvo tik du

Sena iSmintinga moteris

Kuriai buvo patikéti baznycios raktai
Besimeldzianti visg naktj

Ir tepraSanti tiktai vieno

Ir mazas kar$¢iuojas berniukas

Be jégy be veido splavos

Savo gleZnu suglebusiu kiinu

Dustantis ant pagalviy

Tolimo atokaus vienkiemio
kambarély

Viskas pasaulyje vyko savo ruoztu —

Svaigiai kvepéjo
Susiskleide bijiny viduréliai
Uz lango ¢ia pat

Tolimose Salyse

Kurios sukos

Palietus apSiurusj gaublj

Krito vanduo Zemyn
1§ kriokliy
Skleidé gaivuma sniegas

Nuo Andy virsukalniy

Meksikieciy virtuvelése



I Snerves kilo sotus ir aitrus
Troskinamy pupeliy raudonyjy
pipiry kvapas

Rytprisiuose klodais alsavo
Gintarinés kasyklos

Milijonai alsuojanciy kiiny nakty
Kiti milijonai atmerktom akimis —
Visa pulsavo

Austant] rytmet]

Vaikas atmerkia akis —

Naikinantis karstis suvisam
atsitrauké

Moteris atsikelia nuo grindy
UZdaro duris
Tyliai pasuka rakta duryse

Pries ja —
Ka tik i$ tamsos
IStrauktas pasaulis

The prayer

It seemed nobody could help
God was so far away

It seems so for many

In the moment of weakness
Having lost all

That night in the Universe
There were only two

An old wise woman

Who had been entrusted

With the keys

Praying in the church

All night

And asking only for one thing

And a small feverish boy
Pale with his delicate body
Short of breath



On the pillows
In a small room
At a remote farmstead

Everything in the Universe
Was as usual
The intoxicating fragrance

of the peonies
Behind the window right there

In the far countries

Which turn round

When you touch the old globe
The water fell in cascades
The freshness of the snow
From the tops of the Andes

In small Mexican kitchens
The smell of fried beans peppers
Strong and full

The breathing amber mines
layer upon layer
In East Prussia

Millions of breathing bodies
in the nights
Other millions with open eyes

Everything was throbbing

At daybreak

The child opens his eyes —
The ravaging fever

Has disappeared

The woman gets up
From the church floor
Silently closes the door

In front of her

The world

That has just been pulled out
of the darkness

Verté autoré ir Zuzana Siusaité
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raSytojy sgjungos leidykla, 2005.

Mark Boog. Retai kada Sitaip aiskiai gebéjom jzvelgti [I§ nyderlandy kalbos verté Antanas Gailius].
Vilnius, Aidai, 2004.

Menna Elfyn. Vualiuotas bucinys = Veiled Kiss [i$ angly kalbos verté Sonata Paliulyté]. Vilnius, Vaga,
2005.

Miriam Van Hee. Gervuogiy skynimas. [1$ nyderlandy kalbos verté Antanas Gailius]. Vilnius, 4didai, 2004.
Jonas Jackevicius. The Yellow Insect = Geltonas vabzdys [translated by Judita Gliauberzonaité, Kerry
Shawn Keys]. Vilnius, Diemedis, 2005.

Kurt Marti. Dageht ein Mensch = Stai eina Zmogus = Der geit e Monsch = Va ain zmogs. [I§ vokieciy
kalbos ir Berno vokie¢iy kalby verté Markus Roduner ir Vladas Brazitinas]. Siauliai, Saulés delta, 2004.



Ne laikas eina : 18 pasaulio poezijos [verté Jonas Juskaitis]. Vilnius, Aidai, 2004.

Janis Rokpelnis. Lyrika = Lirika [i$ latviy kalbos verté Vladas Brazitinas]. Vilnius, Petro ofsetas, 2005.
Rolando giesmé [i$ senosios pranciizy kalbos verté Valdas Petrauskas]. Vilnius, Zaltvyksie, 2005.
Tadeusz Rozewicz. 4 poemos [i$ lenky kalbos verté Vytas Deksnys]. Vilnius, Ogamas, 2004.

Knuts Skujenieks. AS esu toli vieséjes / Es pabiju talos ciemos. [sudaré Vladas Brazitinas; i§ latviy kalbos
verté V. Braziiinas, S. Geda, J. Strielktinas]. Vilnius, Lietuvos rasytojy sajungos leidykla, 2004.
Vladimiras Vysockis. Neisbraukit manes is Pavasario... [verté Irena ArSauskiené]. Vilnius,

Spauda, 2005.

Skaitomo sqrasq sudaré ir kelis migdolinius trauklapius jterpé Ricardas Sileika / Compiled by



ECHOES OF DRUSKININKAI POETIC FALL 2004

Sam HAMILL
Arguing with Milosz in Vilnius

You are recently dead, old man,
with your thunderous brows
and voice like a vast sea
hinting at a dangerous undertow —
you are gone, your generation
of testimony, of witness,
gone, gone among the ancient rites
of passage, gone,
taking with you the innumerable
names of the lost.

And yet I am here, walking

the broad, freshly bricked avenue
of a democratic Vilnius,

the Mother Sun
pouring amber on a world

you would barely recognize,
where women are the ones

dressed to kill, and the world
does what it will to be reborn.

The poet is reborn
on each new old street,

born in the process of the song.
You gave me Anna Swir.

Do you remember how we argued
in Berkeley
when you told me, “I dislike nature,”
and said it again
in comments on your beloved Jeffers —
“a huge museum of inherited images” —
and how could I not remember that
as I rode in a van to Druskininkai?

How I loved the slender birches
amohno the red nine



cream and wine,
and bake it, and hear me sigh.

And you were with me again
in “Scroundel Square”
(I re-named it) where the sculptures
of the soviet regime
provide inherited imagery
of another kind, museum
of our agonies and tragedies where
I knew once again
that your world
could not be mine —
and yet [ am here, the bland faces
and stern faces — Russian, Lithuanian —
of ordinary men who sold
their countrymen for a song
are carved into my mind.

Tyranny is so banal.
Jackdaws clack and squabble.
Sparrows flock to the square.
Lenin Boulevard is gone.
I cross the square at the cathedral
and turn up a narrow cobbled street,
Old Town, tiled roofs
and freshly painted shutters,
where a hundred vendors will,
in an hour or so.
present their wares to tourists.
Four hundred thousand people
disappeared. Each had a name,
a life filled with passion
and despair and all those
ordinary irritations
too small and too many
to enumerate —
It’s more than one mind’s heart can bear.

And yet the same brown river flows
quietly between the same banks



18 Antokol? 1 sat
in the courtyard of the old monastery
you so long ago admired,
the bench a little askew, grass overgrown,
but a sanctuary from
the relentless noise of the city,
as my friend Mindaugas explained
how you sought refuge here
long before the war.
Was there a certain guilt
from having merely survived?
Is it criminal to be lucky?

You were right, of course.
“The struggle for poetry in the world
cannot take place in a museum.”
And the fact that you reject,
out of hand, my “eastern wisdom”
also does not offend.
As little as I knew you, I knew
you well enough to learn.
Our friend Rexroth introduced us
on the streets of that great city
you came to call “nearly a home.”
You were a totem, an icon, a teacher.
Nevertheless, I say the world’s a museum,
the poem a record of survival
and betrayal, of human longing —
vision and commitment —
and if [ smell the bear or the wolf
that once haunted the woods near here,
I say the wolf is alive
in the eyes of men, alive
in the hearts of all who survive.

You were a great exile of the war;
I was merely an orphan.

You were a child of Vilnius,
of Europe; I was a child

of the wilderness of the west
and know the track of the wolf,



full of conviction,
sometimes a little short on patience.

I could not fully grasp your history
or your god. And yet I am here.

Vive la difference!
I bow to your presence

as | stand among the ancients.

Gincas su Miloszu Vilniuje

Tu neseniai pasimirei, protévi

su riis¢iais perktiniskais antakiais
ir balsu, tarytum i$ jiiros platybiy

oSty grjztantis pavojingas srautas —

prag¢jai tu ir tavo karta

liudytoja, patvirtintoja,
pragjo, pra¢jo kartojantis

senoviniam praeities ritualui,
pra¢jai nusineSdamas nesuskaiciuojamus

dingusiyjy vardus.

Ir vis délto as$ esu Cia, vaikstinéju
placia, ka tik iSgrjsta gatve
demokratiSkam Vilniuje,
Motina Saulé
lieja gintarg | Sig erdve,
kurig tu vos atpazintum,
kur moterys puosiasi taip,
kad sugeba nuzudyti, ir pasaulis
daro visa, ka reikia, kad gimty i$ naujo.
Poetas i$ naujo gimsta
kiekvienoj naujai senoj gatve;j,
gimsta kuriantis dainai.
Tu jdavei man skaityt Anna Swir.

Ar pameni, kaip mes susigin¢ijom
Berklyje,
kai tu pasakei man — “a§ nemégstu gamtos”,
ir dar kartg tai pakartojai
komentuodamas savo mylimg Jeffersg —
“didziulj paveldétos vaizdinijos muziejy” —
ir kaip a$ buciau galéjes to neprisiminti
vaziuodamas pakeliui 1 Druskininkus?



SU Slitald

Po grybais, grietine ir vynu
paslépk upetaki,

kepk ir iSgirsk, kaip a$ atsidiistu.

O véliau tu mane aplankei
“Nieksy aikstej”
(a8 ja taip pervadinau),
kur soviety rezimo
skulptiiros atstoja
kitokia paveldeéta vaizdinija,
misy agonijy ir tragizmo muziejy,
ten a$ dar kartg supratau
kad tavasis pasaulis
negaléty biit mano —
ir vis délto Stai esu Cia, tie ramus veidai
ir ziauris veidai — rusy, lietuviy —
paprasc€iausiy Zzmoniy, kurie iSduodavo
savo tautiecius uz daina,
jsiréze¢ dabar man j sgmong.

Tironija tokia banali.

Kuosos klega ir pesasi.
Zvirbliai susispiecia aikitéje.

Lenino prospekto nebér.
AS pereinu aikste prie katedros

Ir pasuku siaura, grista gatvele,
Senamiestis, Cerpiy stogai

ir naujai nudazytos langinés,

ir Simtai pardavéjy pradés

po geros valandos
sitilyt savo prekes turistams.

Keturi Simtai tukstan¢iy Zmoniy
dinge. Kiekvienas turé¢jo varda

ir savo gyvenima, pilng aistros
ir nevilties, ir visy ty

eiliniy rapesciy,
per smulkiy ir kartu per gausiy,

kad galétum iSvardinti, -
to negali aprépti vieno proto Sirdis.

Ir vis délto ta pati ruda upé plaukia
tyliai tarp ty paciy kranty
kaip ir pries tukstantj mety.
Cia iinai sukas i Siaure.



AUl prios Uck Lty ldlikyladval,
suolelis Siek tiek sukrypes, uzzélus zolée,

bet vis dar islikes prieglobstis
nuo netylancio miesto triukSmo,

kurj tu ¢ia sau susirasdavai
dar gerokai pries karg,

kaip paaiskino mano draugas Mindaugas.
Ar tikrai jautei kalte

del to, kad tiesiog likai gyvas?
Ar nusikalsta tas, kam pasiseka?

Be abejonés, buvai teisus.
,Kova uz poezijos vietg pasauly
negali vykti muziejuje.
Tai, kad tada tu atmetei,
tarsi lengva ranka, mano ,,rytietiska iSmintj*,
mangs taip pat nejzeidzia.
Vos tave pazinojau, taciau tiek,
kad kai ko suspéjau iSmokti.
Miisy draugas Rexrothas supazindino
mus to didziojo miesto gatvese,
kurj tu buvai pradéjes vadinti ,,beveik namais®.
Buvai totemas, simbolis, mokytojas.
Ir vis délto as sakau, kad pasaulis — muziejus,
eilérastis — jrasas apie iSlikima
ir iSdavyste, ir apie Zzmogiska ilgesj —
svaja ir iStikimybe —
ir jei man pavykty uzuosti lokj ar vilka,
kadaise lankiusj ¢ionykS$¢ius miskus,
a$ sakyciau, kad vilkas dar gyvas
zmoniy akyse, gyvas
Sirdyse ty, kas isliko.

Tu buvai didis karo egzilas;
AS buvau tik naslaitis.
Tu buvai vaikas Vilniaus,
Europos; as buvau vakary
tyry ir giriy augintinis,
tad atpazjstu ir vilko pédsaka,
ir bauginant] lokio kvapa. Ir vis délto
tu mane Siek tiek sukultiirinai.
Tu buvai garsus modernistas,
jsitikines savo tiesa,
kartais per greit prarandas kantrybe.
Neoaliu iki galo sunrasti tavosios 1storiios



Stovedaimnas tarp senoves 11gury.
Is angly kalbos vertée Mindaugas Kvietkauskas
Kronika

Festivalyje dalyvavo 132 poetai, kritikai, leidéjai, kity sri¢iy menininkai, tame
skaiciuje 22 i§ uzsienio Saliy. ISleistas PDR almanachas. Jame pristatyta visy uzsienio
sveciy ir 6 lietuviy poety kiiryba su vertimais i angly kalba: Gintaras Bleizgys
(Lietuva), Aleksei Alechin (Rusija), Kazimierz Brakoniecki (Lenkija), Silvija Choleva
(Bulgarija), Craig Czury (JAV), Vytautas Bloz¢ (Lietuva), Jacek Gutorow (Lenkija),
Jiirg Halter (Sveicarija), Sam Hamill (JAV), Miriam van hee (Belgija), Donaldas
Kajokas (Lietuva), Jurczok 1001 (Sveicarija), Juris Kronbergs (Latvija), Pedro Lenz
(Sveicarija), Liv Lundberg (Norvegija), Darius Simonis (Lietuva), Andri Snaer
Magnason (Islandija), Jaan Malin (Estija), Robert Minhinnick (Velsas), Esther
Morgan (Anglija), Dovilé Zelcitté (Lietuva), Josip Osti (Slovénija), Knuts Skujenieks
(Latvija), Mustafa Stitou (Nyderlandai), Agné Zagrakalyté (Lietuva). Visi $ie autoriai
dalyvavo pagrindiniuose skaitymuose.

Festivalj pradé¢jome rugsé€jo 29 d. Sam Hamill (JAV) poezijos skaitymais
Rasytojy klube, Vilniuje. Kita diena ten pat vyko poety i§ Sveicarijos Jiirg Halter,
Pedro Lenz, Jurczok 1001 skaitymai ir tradicinis jaunyjy poezijos vakaras.

2004 metais teséme su stichijomis susijusiy keturiy festivaliy cikla, treciajj
skirdami orui. Konferencijos tema: ,,Poezija ir stichijos: oras, suvirpintas garso®. Ja
vedé Karolis Baublys ir Kestutis Nastopka, praneSimus skait¢ Mykolas Katkus, Jaan
Malin, Esther Morgan, Kestutis Nastopka, Audinga Pelurityté, Kornelijus Platelis,
Tomas Staniulis, Dovilé Zelgitité ir Agné Zagrakalyté.

Ivyko visi programoje numatyti renginiai: du poezijos vakarai, per metus
1Séjusiy knygy pristatymas, kameriniai ir dveji naktiniai skaitymai Druskininkuose,
uZsienio svediy kiirybos pristatymas Vilniuje ir vakaras Uzupio kavinéje. Sestadienio
ryta jvyko Poety krepSinio lygos (PKL) PDR Jurgio Kuncino vardo taurés superfinalo
varzybos Urbs Contra Orbem (Miestas pries pasaulj). Rungtynes komentavo Alvydas
Slepikas, talismanus vaidino Ri¢ardas Sileika ir Laima Masyté, palaikymo grupéje
$oko Daiva Cepauskaité, Olita Dautartaité, Erika Drungyté ir Dovilé Zel&iite.
Laimeéjo pasaulio komanda, kuriai atstovavo ne Vilniuje gyvenantys poetai.

Jotvingiy premija Siemet skirta Stasiui Jonauskui uz eiléragéiy rinktine ,,Zolés
balsas* (Vilnius, ,,Vaga“, 2004), premija uz poetinj debiutg — Donatui PetroSiui uz
eilérasciy rinkinj ,,i§ tvermés D (Vilnius, Lietuvos raSytojy sajungos leidykla, 2004).
Vieno anoniminio eiléras¢io konkurso nugalétojy vietos paskirstytos Sitaip: 1. Andri
Snaer Magnason (verté Jurgita Marija Abraityt¢), 2. Rimvydas Stankevicius, 3.
Aleksej Aliochin (verté Antanas A.Jonynas), Vyturys Jarutis, Esther Morgan (verté
Sonata Pauliulyt¢). Skambiausio eiléras¢io konkurse nugaléjo: 1. Mindaugas
Valiukas, Daiva Cepauskaité, Arvydas Genys. Konkursa ,,Sporto poezija, poezijos
sportas” laiméjo 1. Vladas Braziiinas, 2. Gintaras Patackas, 3. Aleksej Aliochin (verté
Antanas A. Jonynas).



CIITNUINICU LD

132 participants, among them 22 from abroad, took part in the DPF’2004. The annual
anthology of the festival was published in time. All poets published in it took part in
readings: Gintaras Bleizgys (Lithuania), Aleksei Alechin (Russia), Kazimierz
Brakoniecki (Poland), Silvija Choleva (Bulgaria), Craig Czury (USA), Vytautas Blozé
(Lithuania), Jacek Gutorow (Poland), Jiirg Halter (Switzerland), Sam Hamill (USA),
Miriam van hee (Belgium), Jurczok 1001 (Switzerland), Juris Kronbergs (Latvia),
Pedro Lenz (Switzerland), Liv Lundberg (Norway), Darius Simonis (Lithuania),
Andri Snaer Magnason (Iceland), Jaan Malin (Estonia), Robert Minhinnick (Wales),
Esther Morgan (England), Dovilé Zel¢iuté (Lithuania), Josip Osti (Slovénia), Knuts
Skujenieks (Latvia), Mustafa Stitou (The Netherlands), and Agné Zagrakalyté
(Lithuania).

The festival started on the 29™ of September with a poetry reading by Sam
Hamill (USA) in the Writers’ Club in Vilnius moderated by Kerry Shawn Keys and
Mindaugas Kvietkauskas (translator). On the next day readings by Swiss poets Jiirg
Halter, Pedro Lenz, Jurczok 1001 together with their translators Antanas A. Jonynas,
Laurynas Katkus and Gytis Norvilas, and traditional readings by young poets
moderated by Gytis Norvilas took place there.

This year we continued the cycle of four festivals related to the elements,
dedicating this third one to air. The theme of the conference was “Poetry and the
Elements: Air, Vibrated by Sound.” DPF’s guests were the arts which are connected
to air, expressing themselves through sound by using the air and similar mediums.

The conference was moderated by Karolis Baublys and Kestutis Nastopka, papers
were read by Mykolas Katkus, Jaan Malin, Esther Morgan, Kestutis Nastopka,
Audinga Pelurityté, Kornelijus Platelis, Tomas Staniulis, Dovilé Zelcitte, and Agné
Zagrakalyte.

The programs in Druskininkai and in Vilnius changed very little. All the
traditional events took place there: two evenings of poetry, presentation of books
published during the year, chamber and night readings, the presentation of works by
guests from abroad in Vilnius, and the evening in the UZupis Café. Saturday morning
the superfinal contest of the Poets’ Basketball League (PBL) DPF Cup Urbs Contra
Orbem (The City Against the World) took place in Druskininkai Sports’ Centre.

The Jotvingiai Prize this year went to Stasys Jonauskuas for his selected
poems ,,Zolés balsas* (Vilnius, ,,Vaga®, 2004), The Prize for Poetry Debut went to
Donatas Petrosius for his first poetry collection ,,i$ tvermés D* (Vilnius, Publishing
House of Lithuanian Writers’ Union, 2004). Winners of the competition for one
anonymous poem: 1. Andri Snaer Magnason (translated by Jurgita Marija Abraityte),
2. Rimvydas Stankevicius, 3. Aleksej Aliochin (translated by Antanas A.Jonynas),
Vyturys Jarutis, Esther Morgan (translated by Sonata Paliulyt¢). Winners of the
competition for an anonymous poem of the best sound: 1. Mindaugas Valiukas, Daiva
Cepauskaité, Arvydas Genys. Competition “Sport’s poetry, poetry’s sports” was won
by 1. Vladas Braziiinas, 2. Gintaras Patackas, 3. Aleksej Aliochin (translated by
Antanas A. Jonynas).



JOLviligly proijosy iaurcdiad
STASYS JONAUSKAS

Stasys Jonauskas, poetas, gimé¢ 1948 Gésaluose, Skuodo rajone, baige Lietuvos Zemés
iikio akademijg ir Maskvos M.Gorkio instituto aukStuosius literattiros kursus, iSleido 9
eilérasciy rinkinius, kuriy vienas skirtas vaikams, gyvena Skuode, dirba vietinio
laikra$¢io ,,Miisy zodis* redakcijoje. Jotvingiy premija jam suteikta uz eilérasciy
rinkting ,.Zolés balsas* (Vilnius, ,,Vaga®, 2004).

KURMIAI

Kurmis yra toks nedidelis gyvunélis.

Jis gyvena tod¢l, kad yra, o yra todél, kad gyvena.
Nieko pasauly neatsitikty, jei kurmiy nebiity,

Ir gyvenimas tobulas ne tod¢l, kad kurmiy yra.

Daugelis zino legenda, kaip kurmis neklausé Dievo,
Nenoré¢jo taisyti keliy, nes keliais jis nevaiksto.
Tikriausiai ne vienas maté rytg ankstyva

Ant kelio nety¢ia numirusj kurmi.

Ne vienas regejo, kaip kurmis iSrausia darza,

Ir suprato, kad Sito poelgio niekaip nevertina joks baudziamasis kodeksas.
Ne vienas nor¢jo uzmusti kurmj prie urvo be teismo,

Ir neaisku, kokia jéga ji sulaiké nuo Sito.

Neteisiis yra tie, kur galvoja, kad kurmis
Po Zemeémis rausias be jokio tikslo,

Bet neteisus tikriausiai ir tie, kurie mano,
Kad kurmis po Zemémis ieSko teisybés.

Jie nieko neiesko: yra toks gyvenimo biidas —

Kartais §j tg atranda, §j tg ir suéda.

Jis negali gyventi kitaip kaip gyvena,

Ir po Sito eilérascio kurmiy gyvenime niekas i§ esmes nesikeis.

Jotvingiai Prize Winner
STASYS JONAUSKAS
Stasys Jonauskas, poet, was born in Gésalai, Skuodas district, and graduated from the

Academy of Agriculture and Literary Courses of M.Gorki Institute in Moscow. He
has nublished 9 collections of noems includine one for children. He lives in Skuodas



MOLES

A mole is a kind of small creature.

It lives because it is and it is because it lives.

Nothing would happen in the world if there were no moles,
And life is perfect not because moles exist.

Many know the legend of how the mole disobeyed God,

It didn’t want to fix the roads because it doesn’t walk on them.
No doubt many have seen, in early morning,

An accidentally dead mole on the road.

More than one has seen how a mole has dug up a garden

And understood that such an act is not judged by any criminal code.
More than one has wanted to kill a mole without a trial

And it’s unclear what power prevented him from doing so.

Those who believe that the mole digs

Beneath the earth without purpose are wrong,

But those who believe that the mole

Searches for truth under the ground are also wrong.
They don’t search for anything: it is their way of life —
Sometimes they find this and that, eat this and that.

It cannot live in any other way,
And after this poem nothing in a mole’s life will in essence change.

Translated by Jonas Zdanys
Premija uZ poetinj debiutg/ Prize for Poetic Debut
DONATAS PETROSIUS
(zitr. p. 205/ see p. 206)
Vieno anoniminio eiléras¢io konkursas. I vieta
ANDRI SNAER MAGNASON
ERIUKO KULSIS

Stai ten stovi ji
su eriuko kulsSim



AS ramiai praeinu pro Salj
Ir nelieku nepastebg¢jes
Kad ji taip pat
Galbt Siek tiek sutrikusi
Verté JURGITA MARIJA ABRAITYTE
Competition of one anonymous poem. I place
ANDRI SNAER MAGNASON
Lambalzeri
barna stendur hun
med lambalearin
stulkan ur naeturdraumi minum
og pvilikur draumur!
Eg labba rolega framhja
og er ekki fra pvi ad
hun sé lika dalitid
vandredaleg 4 svipinn.
Vieno anoniminio eilérascio konkursas. Il vieta
RIMVYDAS STANKEVICIUS
SNAIPERIS

Esu beveik tyla
Beveik niekas.

Esu tas
Kuris ziiiri i 1asa
Ropojantj lango
Stiklu.

Tas
Kuris dziaugiasi
Palveines 11 su vabalu.



1C
Laiko grumstas kaip
Trupa tarp pirsty...

AS baisiai iStrosSkau mano kojos nutirpo saulé man j akis —
Pamatyk mane pirmas —
Vie$patie

Competition of one anonymous poem. II place
RIMVYDAS STANKEVICIUS
SNIPER

I am almost silence
Almost nothing.

[ am the one

Who stares at the water drop
Creeping down the window
Glass.

The one
Who rejoices
Comparing it to a bug.

I am the one
Who observes
How grass grows
How the clump of time
Crumbles between my fingers...
I am terribly thirsty my legs are numb the sun is in my eyes —
See me first —
O Lord
Translated by Jonas Zdanys

Vieno anoniminio eilérascio konkursas. I1I vieta

ALEKSEJ ALIOCHIN

ANTIKOS FILOSOFIJA

NAT ~ <018 ™ T o e o



APl g
»Apie silpnadvasyste*
,LApie druskg pieng ir altinus*

,»Apie plaukus*
»Apie gyviiny balsy skirtinguma*
,LApie abejotinus atvejus®

,LApie prakaitg“

»Apie Smeizta*

,»Apie ktino galitiny gridinima*
»Apie girtuoklyste

»Apie véjus
,ZApie suzalojimus proto*

,»Apie vaiky aukléjimg*
»Apie kvapus*
,»Apie medy*

taip pat apie geometrijg oratorystés meng etikg politikg meilg
— 1§ viso 232 808 eilutes

o be to iSsamy testamentg

kuriame savo soda uzra$¢ pasivaiksc¢iojimams filosofy

nurodé¢ i§ anksto sumokét Praksiteliui uz statulg visu tigiu

paskirsté knygas namy reikmenis pinigus atleistam i§ vergoves ir savo draugams
iSdalino verges ir vergus

dviem suteiké laisve ir baigé:

,,0 Eubiejy — parduoti!*

koks buvai tu, verge Eubiejau?

nevéksla

vagisSius

ar prieSingai Seimininko numylétinis jaunas

ir j] apgavai su mokiniu pavésingj sode?

ar tasydamas nesStuvus su seniu nesusiraukei klausydamasis kalby iSmintingy?

as buciau pirkes Eubiejy ir gerai jo iSsiklausinéCiau
juk knygos nepasieké miisy

Verte ANTANAS A.JONYNAS

Competition of one anonvmous noem. II1 place



AL VI 11I1IAZ "WYIJIUUJUWYL121

cbIH cykHOoBana deodpact
YUEHHK APUCTOTENSI BOCIIPUHSBIIHUH MIKOIY €r0 KOT1a TOT YAAJIHICS OT /e
ocrtaBu 1o cebe 491 kuury

«O o6orarcTee»
«O Manmogymum
«O coJM MOJIOKE M KBacIiax)»

«O Boyocax»
«O pa3HHIIE TOJIOCOB Y )KUBOTHBIX)
«O COMHUTEINBHBIX CITy4asix»
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Vieno anoniminio eiléras$¢io konkursas. IV vieta
VYTURYS JARUTIS

ALEKSANDRO SVENTE.
KONCERTAS IS ORATORIJOS ,,ALEKSANDRO SVENTE*

Geltona raudona
vasaros viduriu
varosi debesys

per amzius ir amzius
kurie nepraeina
kuriy gal nebuvo
vésoj supermarketo
zuvy pauksciy véles

geltona raudona
Hendelio pievose
zalios atokaitos
ilsis ramybéje
aguony aguonos
garstuky garstukai
vésoj supermarketo
zuvy paukscéiy velés

geltona raudona
ekspresionizmas
kondicionieriai
zuvy pauksciy véles
debesys Zino

kas tai i$ tikryjy
garstukai aguonos
ar amzinai praéj¢

geltona raudona
ir zaliosios pievos
ir pievos. Zalios
iracionalios

ilsis ramybé¢je.

Competition of one anonymous poem. IV place

VYTURYS JARUTIS
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in midsummer

clouds drive

through ages and ages
which do not pass
which might not exist
in the cool supermarket
fish fowl souls

yellow red

in Handel’s meadows

green heats

rest in peace

poppies’ poppies

mustard seeds’ mustard seeds
in the cool supermarket

fish fowl souls

yellow red
expressionism

air conditioners

fish fowl souls

clouds know

what reality is

mustard seed poppies
have they passed forever

yellow red

and green meadows
and meadows. Green
irrational

rest in peace.

Translated by Jonas Zdanys

Vieno anoniminio eiléras¢io konkursas. V vieta
ESTHER MORGAN
PRIEZASTIS

Tai vis todél, kad niekad neapleidai
31u nesibaioiancéiu lauku



kur pasiutusiam karsty triusiai kiiito
po akytu dangum

kur $tivis nugena pauksciy pulkus,
paliekancius laidus ir tus¢ig penkline

kur ilgas valandas driekiasi kelias
link Zaizaruojancio $pilio

kur jstengia Zzmogus pragyventi gyvenima
uz ry$io zonos riby.

Verté SONATA PAULIULYTE
Competition of one anonymous poem. V place
ESTHER MORGAN
The Reason

It’s because you never left
these endless fields

where an oak tree sails the horizon
like a lost galleon

where rabbits crouch in mad-dog heat
under a sky full of eyes

where a gunshot scatters acres of birds
leaving wires like empty staves

where a road runs straight for hours
towards a shimmering spire

where a man can live all his life
beyond calling distance.
Vieno anoniminio skambiausio eiléra$éio konkursas. I vieta

MINDAUGAS VALIUKAS

sk sk ok



Jas vou e
Competition for an anonymous poem of the best sound. I place

MINDAUGAS VALIUKAS

* sk ok

so much desire! so many
gentle whisperings!
wind entangled in the reeds

Translated by Jonas Zdanys

Vieno anoniminio skambiausio eiléraséio konkursas. II vieta
DAIVA CEPAUSKAITE
MOLINIS SVILPUKAS

Atsistojau pauksteliui uz nugaros,
apziojau uodega

ir piisteléjau

1 siaurg plysSelj subiné;.

Sugurgé moliniai plauciai,
sutratéjo molio gerklyte,

ir kad pragydo,

suciulbo,

kad paliejo garsa

tiesiai | Dieva.

Tas palenkée galva kairén,
iSkrapsté i§ ausies molio daineleg,
paminkeé tarp pirsty,

pavoliojo ir taré —

turbiit pasigirdo...

Competition for an anonymous poem of the best sound. II place
DAIVA CEPAUSKAITE
CLAY WHISTLE

I stood in back of the bird,
took 1ts entire tail in mv mouth
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and something began to sing,
started to warble,

and spilled sound

straight to God.

He bent his head to the left,
picked the clay song out of his ear,
kneaded it between his fingers,
rolled it and said —

must have heard it...

Translated by Jonas Zdanys

Vieno anoniminio skambiausio eilérasc¢io konkursas. 111 vieta
ARVYDAS GENYS
AK, NAKTIE...

Ak, naktie, kas ] mus prakalbés —
lyg zibintai, jzibe | naktj...
Sniegas kelia i§ miego gulbes
atminties tvenkiniuos... Neapakti,

neapkursti vidurnaktj skurdy...
Nepalikti aklos pakelés,

nors tamsa dar gilés ir gilés...
Bet Sirdis jau kratingje spurda
lyg bjaurusis anciukas kiaute...
Mes — zibintai, jzibe j naktj.
Ak, neleiskim tai tamsai apakti.

Kokios didelés akys nakties...

Ko jos meldzia — gélg gilesnés —
uzsimerkusiy ilgesio giesmei?

Competition for an anonymous poem of the best sound. III place
ARVYDAS GENYS
AH, NIGHT....

Ah niocht who will heoin to <heak —



not go deaf this meager midnight...
Not abandon the blind wayside rest,
though darkness will still bite and bite...
But my heart already flutters in my chest

like the ugly duckling in its shell, so light...
We are the lanterns that pierce the night.
Ah, let us not let darkness lose its sight.
How very large the eyes of night...

What are they praying for — some deeper plight —
a hymn of longing of those who eyes close tight?

Translated by Jonas Zdanys

Nerimto eilérascio, tema ,,Sporto poezija, poezijos sportas”, konkursas. I vieta
ALEKSEJ ALIOCHIN

,»ORIENT*

Laikrodis nardymui

Galima leistis | trisdeSimties metry gylj.

Guli ant dugno.

Zuvytes tavo teksta kramsnoja.

O rodyklés tiksi.

Vertée ANTANAS.A.JONYNAS
Mock Competition “Sport’s poetry, poetry’s sports. I place
AJekceil AJEéXuH
«ORIENT»
Yace! 11 TOIBOIHOTO IIaBAHU.
JlonycKaroT IorpyskKeHue Ha TITyOMHY TPUIALATh METPOB.
Jlexxuin Ha qHE.

Pr10KM 00BENAIOT TBOH KOCTSK.
A CTpEJIKH TUKAIOT...

T .. 4 2 empe WWwWe ., .. 4. e e 4 &9 T Bl " XY _. .,



O UNLLIINIO NALJIVINIJUNIU D

Liepos ménesj

D¢l nepaprasty kars¢iy

Sutikau futbolo vartininka

Kuris prasvinkusiu balsu pasisveikino
Nepalankios aplinkybés

Diktavo greitg kalbéjimo spartg
Pradzioje apSmeizéme

Anglijos karalieng

Taupumo sumetimais

Nusipirkusig antrartisius laipty turéklus
Suniekinom kapelmeisterio siiny

Kurj nepaprastas pelargonijy zZydéjimas
ISvaré i$ proto

Ir ¢ia pat ant Saligatvio

Sulose kroketa

Atsisveikinome iki kito

Varzyby sezono

Beje dar tais paciais metais
AS cigarete netycia
Supleskinau Sezlonga

Mock Competition “Sport’s poetry, poetry’s sports. II place
GINTARAS PATACKAS
ATHLETIC CALENDAR

In July

Because of unusually hot weather

I met a soccer goalie

Who expressed his greetings in a stinking voice
The unsafe neighborhood

Dictated a fast rate of conversation

At first we slandered

The queen of England

Who for reasons of thrift

Had bought a second-rate handrail for her stairs
We disparaged the conductor’s son

Who was driven crazy

By the unusual blossoming of geraniums

And right here on the sidewalk

Plaved a game of croauet
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I accidentally burned up a chaise lounge
With a cigarette

Translated by Jonas Zdanys

Nerimto eilérascio, tema ,,Sporto poezija, poezijos sportas”, konkursas. I1I vieta
VLADAS BRAZIUNAS
IDEKIT IS VIRSAUS | MANO KREPSA

adynos slenka nelauktai j rudenj

Ondyna Druskienickich Zrodel, duok $en ranka
jau permirkai lig gyvo kaulo, jau ant kranto
blondinai ir kiti $lepikai renkas

kaip pernai, tu nepyk, bet, aisku, litidina

tas vaizdas tavo siela, skys¢iams jautrig

taip greitai gali viengsyk jaudrint

o Siemet jau kitaip, ne vien plaukimo sportas
jau jkvépimo, iSkveépimo ir kitokio oro

ir nieks neklausia, noriu ar nenoriu

vis tiek Sedevras turi biit sukurtas

ir dar skambét visokiais puciamaisiais

nors tavo sielos plauciai jau kaip maiSas

o ir tas pats suslapgs ir skylétas

mirimas lapo fleitiSkas ir létas

mirimas lapo fleitiSkas ir létas
pradéciau naujg posma kaip Jonynas
kurs juos ir sonetus i§ nieko pina
nevystancian vainikan, kas man lieka

o kas man lieka, jei nesu Jonynas

kurs sonetus, kaip jau minéta, pina

vien tik rasyti skambiai, skambiai, skambiai
nors neprasyti, bet tikétis — stambiai
(neteiskit, o aukSciausieji, uz rima:

tai vis i§ jausmo, ne nepatyrimo)

tai toks rudenis sportas, gal ir spurtas
nors as jau senas, baisiai laury purtaus
het 1e1011 lemta dél Sventog kirvhog



paslovinkit, AukS¢iausieji, vaiking!

Mock Competition “Sport’s poetry, poetry’s sports. III place

VLADAS BRAZIUNAS
DUNK IT INTO MY NETBAG

the stitched slink unexpectedly into fall

Ondyna Druskienickich Zrédet, give me your hand

you have already soaked it to the bone, already on shore
blonds and other Slepikases gather

like last year, don’t be angry but, of course, the scene
saddens your soul, sensitive to fluids

you can excite it so quickly only once

but this year it’s different, not only swimming contests
but now inspiration, expiration and other airs

and no one asks do I want to or do I not

the masterpiece still must be created

and ring with all kinds of instruments of wind

even though your soul’s lungs are already like a bag
soaked through and full of holes

the leaf’s death flutelike and gentle

the page’s death flutelike and gentle

I would start a new stanza like Jonynas

who weaves them and sonnets from nothing
into an unwithering wreath, what’s left for me

and what’s left for me if I am not Jonynas

who weaves, as I’ve just mentioned, sonnets

only to write sonorously, sonorously, sonorously
though not to ask but believe — largely

(do not judge me, o most high, for thyme:

it is always of emotion, not inexperience sublime)

so that’s the present autumn sport, perhaps a spurt

though I am already (too?) old, I fiercely shake off laurels
but if it’s fated for blessed writing

I could even accept self-hanging

or some other sports, everything from air

from air 1s born. and evervthine corrunts the air



ANONIMAI IR MIMAI
Gerardo Beltran
ODAALAZ

Egipcia
etrusca
fenicia
griega

animal
numero
letra

arma
rasgufio
extranjera

7 que gira y gira

cisne
su sombra
y su estela

resorte
trineo
dragon

entrada del zaguan
zopilote en picada

mariposa que vuela
con las alas heridas

relampago plegado
N cansada

cola de zorro a la caza

zapata que frena
la rueda del mundo

lo veloz de 1a luz

Lidllsldalcd Uy JOLAs ZUdallys
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serpiente angular del paraiso
cicatriz de una antigua cirugia
primer signo del zodiaco

zigzagueante trayecto de Ulises
perseguido por los vientos

origen del cielo y de infierno
extremo de la vida
sonrisa de los muertos

zurcido visible de la ultima herida

zaga del postrer abecedario

y principio de esa noche en que tendremos
mucho

muchisimo

777777777Uehio

Gerardo Beltran
Odé raidei Z

Egiptiete
etruske
finikieté
graiké

gyvunas
skaicius
raidé

ginklas

idréskimas
svetimSalé

7 kuris sukas ir sukas

gulbé
jos Sesélis

ir pédsakas

lince



valiy polttialas
kertantis peslys
drugelis, plastantis
suzeistais sparnais

sulinkes Zaibas
pavargusi N
medziojancio lapino uodega

batas, sulaikantis
pasaulio ratg

Sviesos greit]

raidziy cirko Surmulys

skériy zvimbimas kvie¢iy laukuose
zoologijos sode uzkastas
zoantropinis Sifras

kertinis rojaus zaltys
senosios chirurgijos randas
pirmasis zodiako zenklas

zigzagiSkas véjy persekiojamo
Odis¢jo kelias

dangaus ir pragaro pradzia
gyvenimo krastas
mirusiyjy Sypsojimasis

ryskus paskutinés Zaizdos susiuvimas
paskutinés abécélés pabaiga

ir pradzia nakties, kai labai

labai labai

giliai jmige

777777777apnuosime

Is ispany kalbos verté Jurga Katkuviené ir Laurynas Katkus

Nuotrauky autoriai/ Photographers

Bruveris — Jazeps Danovskis
Johnstone — Jane Moren
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Jotvingiu premijos laureatai/ Jotvingiai Prize Winners

1985 — Kornelijus Platelis 1995 — Sigitas Parulskis

1986 — Vytautas P.Blozé 1996 — Marijus Sidlauskas-Jonaitis
1987 — Bronius Kutavicius 1997 — Antanas A.Jonynas

1988 — Alfonsas Nyka-Nilitinas 1998 — Marcelijus Martinaitis
1989 — Kazys Bradiinas 1999 — Nijolé Miliauskaité

1990 — Henrikas Cigriejus 2000 — Alfonsas Bukontas

1991 — Henrikas Nagys 2001 — Jonas Strielkiinas

1992 — Donaldas Kajokas 2002 — Jonas Zdanys

1993 — Knuts Skujenieks 2003 — Vladas Brazitinas

1994 — Sigitas Geda 2004 — Stasys Jonauskas

PDR premija uZz poetinj debiuta/ DPF Prize for Poetic Debut

1998 — Darius Simonis 2002 — Gytis Norvilas
1999 — Gintaras Bleizgys 2003 — Agné Zagrakalyte
2000 — Gintaras Beresnevicius 2004 — Donatas Petrosius

2001 — Tomas S. Butkus

PDR eksperty taryba/ DPF Board of Experts:

Kornelijus Platelis (pirmininkas), Antanas A. Jonynas (pavaduotojas), Andrius
Mosiejus (izdininkas), Gerardo Beltran (Meksika), Gintaras Bleizgys, Vladas
Brazitinas, Erika Drungyté, Leszek Engelking (Lenkija), Antanas Gailius, Sigitas
Geda, Liudvikas Jakimavicius, Benediktas JanuSevicius, Donaldas Kajokas, Laurynas
Katkus, Kerry Shawn Keys, Mindaugas Kvietkauskas, Liana Ruokyté, Zenonas
Streikus, Marijus Sidlauskas, Ri¢ardas Sileika, Alvydas Slepikas, Jonas Zdanys, Agné
Zagrakalyte.

Rengéjai/ Organizers:
Asociacija ,,Poetinis Druskininky ruduo”, Lietuviy P.E.N centras, Centras ,,Dainava”

Réméjai/ Sponsors:

Kulturos ir sporto rémimo fondas; Lietuvos Kultiiros ministerija; Amerikos centras;
Brity Taryba; Islandy literatiiros sklaidos fondas; Norvegy literatiira uzsieniui
(NORLA); Olandy literatuiros leidybos ir vertimo fondas; Pro Helvetia; Suomiy
literattiros informacijos centras; Velso literatiira uzsieniui; Svedq institutas; Lenky
institutas Vilniuje; AB ,,Alita”; Centras ,,Dainava”; Druskininky savivaldyb¢;
savaitrastis ,,Literatiira ir menas”; Ij ,,Drusva”; UAB Druskininky Rasa.



APPENDIX:
Some English translations of our guests’ poetry

Christian KATT
(Austria)

Flood

let things take their course : cross over

blue algae : too tight to look through
that thicket : thoughts pierce
brain : washes cloud
soak : head
remembers : drought
heart seeds : cloud
audible : eyes shutting

under : water
heaven reflects : breathing

butterfly of water

trembling himself
not into warmth
as usual til then
peculiar voice lisping
on screen
lids still moving
silently settle down
frost around eyelashes
pupils
temples not yet
immovable
staring pictures on liquid solution
dissolving
inert in sight
twirly whizzing netscape
skin of tiny crystalline
synaptic flashes coagulate
futile clinging to
diminutive dots chilled through
fluttering suction
whiff on coldness



Bragi OLAFSSON
(Iceland)

COME JESUS BE OUR GUEST

Christ. Jesus Christ. In the picture hanging on my living-room wall he is a guest. He is closing
the door behind him in a nineteenth-century Norwegian living room. All the members of the
family, apart from the housewife who is standing facing him and welcoming him, are sitting at
the dining table with their hands clasped in prayer.

He is wearing a gown. From his shoulders hangs a tattered gown. Because he is barefoot, I am
invited to conclude that he has left his shoes in the hallway and if that is correct, it proves what
has been said: that he is a man of decorum who avoids bringing dirt into other people’s houses.
And he has long, slender fingers. He has the fingers of a dexterous concert pianist. Such a man
does not clench his fists. He runs his fingers through the housewife’s blond locks or fondles her
buxom figure in the twilight when the supper is over.

This is the Christ I have on show. Jesus Christ. I bought the picture in a dusty antique shop and
now it is hanging up behind shiny polished glass on my living-room wall. Between sunny
windows on my living-room wall.

But when night falls — when darkness descends upon the northern hemisphere — the outlines of
the picture tend to blur, in response to which I nailed a double-armed lamp beneath the frame.
But when I switch on the light, Jesus is no longer a guest; he is disturbing a Norwegian meal. He
is still wearing his gown and is still barefoot, but his fingers are no longer slender; he is no
longer the delicate man whom we feared.

SPLENDID FEATS OF ENGINEERING

During summer

when the cruisers are sinking

in the outer harbour

one after another beneath the city-dwellers insistent admiration

the question of more surveillance of cruises becomes
more pressing

and not only more pressing but also put forward

like the question as to

why these splendid feats of engineering
these floating soirées of triumph and hope
always sink at night

always at the time our admiration is greatest

TOBACCO



One day when I am walking up the streets in Albayzin in Granada and recalling how wide the
streets are back home in comparison, my path is crossed by a man who wants to stab me with a
knife.

I feel it inappropriate to say what occurs to me to say: "You're wasting your talents,”" and so
forth, but to my good fortune he takes the unspoken words from me and asks me for the
cigarettes [ keep in my inside jacket pocket.

But then, all of a sudden, I am seized by a strong yearning to smoke and we strike a deal
whereby we smoke two cigarettes together, he receives the packet afterwards and omits to stab
me with his knife.

THE EXPLORERS

When the explorers knock on the door

cold and tired

after a long journey

every human

effort will be made

to kindle the stove.

The corduroy cushions

will be brought into the sitting room

and after the stove reaches a suitable temperature
refreshments will be served

and these are refreshments worthy

of any explorer: Martini

Dry

and Japanese tea;

black or green

according to taste.

They may warm themselves over this

until our curiosity

knocks on their doors: why

they sought shelter with us, what need

had driven them out of the wilderness, but then
— due to the heat from the stove —

they succumb to drowsiness and make

no reply; lean back

like setting suns,

unaccustomed to accounting for their arrival.

BLUE HAWAII

It’s on the corner of Bayswater Road and Lakjargata
that two bearded men
have trouble finding words
in tune with the times,
but "Dear Susan,
now Charlie Mingus



has broken a string in my heart,"
says a sensitive sergeant
in the fourth battalion of the magnanimous.
"Now I can never again
embrace you with any
circular conviction."

The sweat of lovers in a Zurich suburb

breaks forth from a craftswoman in Laos,

a brass player in a seedy North Norwegian basement
dies a bitter death into his pipe,

and from the palm leaves, from the eyes of wailing women,
dirty tears run into

tins marked cat liver.

But it’s on the corner of Bayswater Rd. and Lakjargata,
behind every sprig that they peep out;

the shy lost maidens,

as fresh as the peaches that

roll of the fruitseller’s shelves

faster than you can buy them.

BALM

She brings a scent onto the bus with her
(read as: the bookish existence: fragrance).
Behind her she leaves a whole district.

The driver is the first to sense

which balm she has anointed herself with.

He does not recognise the brand but who I might ask

can fathom such immeasurable depths as that girl!

She moves along the bus and the journey has started

and the scent takes a seat beside each and everyone.

TRIUMPHS

The Netherlands had beaten Romania at televised football and the bar went wild, as this took
place in Amsterdam. Beer was flowing like water, toasts were being drunk in genever and, in all
probability by accident, I was handed one by a complete stranger. Intending to decline, I decided
to accept it for earlier that day I felt I had scored a small but undeniably personal triumph.

ANCHOVIES

I enter a restaurant and say: I don’t like anchovies, waiter. I am absolutely unable to order
anchovies. We don’t have any anchovies, says the waiter. And he continues: I recognise you, sir.



Before I started working in this place I say you dine here. I was sitting at that table over there
and I watched you. Because the music was turned down so low that evening I could hear you
when you ordered your meal and again when it was being served. I am not going to repeat your
order that particular evening - fresh as it may be in my mind - but when it was served to you,
you remarked: How many times do I have to repeat that I do not want anchovies! They are one
of the worst foods I can possibly imagine. And being as I agreed with you entirely and felt a hint
of admiration at your sincerity, I watched you until you left the place. And once again you have
awoken my curiosity and delight with your unequivocal refusal of something which you
absolutely do not want.

SETTING SAIL

And when the razor-sharp exclamation mark
flashes down from the sky

into the crowd on the afternoon square, and the poet Lozano
from a Madrid suburb

decides to substitute !ay! for !oh!

that young shiver runs through me

which I feel when relatives

praise me unexpectedly.

And when my aunt leaves her shoe

behind on the beach face,

without stating where she is going,

it is as if something within me dies

the final death. Whether it was

a countess of foreign blood

or not, hanging on her wall,

is a mystery to me now, and it has vanished
that picture

which watched every

footstep of my childhood.

The crew of the ship

that I travel on at night

have all gathered in the cabin of one of the deckhands
and no one is left in the bridge.

When I chance to walk

into town around the time

that business has been lulled to sleep,

I feel I shall achieve something;

when the shareholder with his tight cravat

has entered into the computer

his most fateful error,

I feel I am really of all places

in Phoenix at the breakfast table.

And when I glance momentarily away from my host
I'look in a direction I have never looked before.

Death!
You are rewarded



with death. When the down from the blanket of cloud
sketches a picture of my tracks

on the pavement, and the bare lot

in the centre of town

has vanished beneath an imported marquee,

I feel as if this evening will prove a useful resourse for me;

that the future will hold an unexpected phone call

PEDESTRIANS

,-How peculiarly you perceive your environment," says the Estonian traveller to whom I have
been trying to explain for more than a quarter of an hour the route from Ingdlfsstreeti to
Nonnugata. ,,Even though I shall never find my way along this complex route," he says, ,,you

have done your best to assist me, there is no question of that."

Our encounter takes place on amicable terms. I tell him about my stay in his home country
several years previously, and he rewards me for my helpfulness and conversation by describing
to me the shortest route from the Town Hall Square in Tallinn down to the ferry wharf in the

Bay of Finland.

FROM THE WORLD CONGRESS OF ESPERANTISTS

Don’t be surprised

at me sending you these lines from

the Twelfth Congress of the Esperanto
Federation. Everything is flourishing here, nature
literally buzzing with glee, and I caught

myself oddly unawares

the morning after the inauguration

of the congress; I squashed a tiny fly

between my index-finger and thumb

and the notion struck me

of partaking of its

carcass. You doubtless imagine that

a state of war reigns here, no one agreeing
about anything whatsoever, and that

the flood of paper in the meeting rooms is such
that no sooner do I put down my spectacles than
they are covered

by a brand-new regulation changing the adjec-
tival declension.

In fact you are right, such is the

state of things at the twelfth congress, but it is not from there
that I am sending you these lines.

All that about nature and its buzzing is

pure fiction of course; I am

situated virtually next

door to you, you know:



in the end we shall both die, and all

that separates us

is the printshop on the western side of my house,
the children’s playground,

Klapparstigur road,

the city centre in extenso,

the drive out to Seltjarnarnes, and

the Atlantic Ocean. The Atlantic with its treacherous
currents and pangs of conscience

at having swallowed so many healthy

and promising young men

like me. I cannot be sure that

this greeting will reach you

at the stage of your life which I

would prefer, but when it arrives

through your letterbox - I know it will

get crumpled in the narrow hole - then

place it on your kitchen table and smooth

it out. Like the mariner smoothing out the sail
having chosen his destination.

DANCE

Now that grandmother has stopped
taking her medicine
and started dancing
- the old silent steps -
with invisible people in the sitting room,
I realize that
clairvoyance has always
been in our family,
and always will
as long as imaginary people
dance with grandmother in the sitting room.

A REMARKABLE OCCUPATION

In itself it is not a remarkable pastime that I am caught at one Sunday morning by the members
of my family: I am standing at the bookcase in the study, disarranging the books that have stood
together for years on end, and that countless afternoons have been spent arranging. Trakl is no
longer allowed to stand beside Rilke, now a lanky spine gapes at me between The Little Fishes
and My Family by Gerard Durrell. Ben Hur has made even more of a leap and clearly exerted
himself doing so, for now he stands red and swollen between Rapid French and The Joy of Sex.
This is perhaps not such a remarkable occupation, at least it is felt more pressing for me to get
dressed and go out to the shop for some bread, yet much underlies it: years in school, reading of
books that some people have never known, and a life lived in constant fear of punishment.

WITHIN THE FRAME OF THE HOUSE



A new lodger is expected at the house,

replacing the family.

I have already decided to make friends with him:
first we greet each other with a handshake,

then I tell him about an amusing incident

which happened in the house.

And then he invites me in

although the floor is all covered with books

and no curtains over the windows.

Then I sit in the only chair I can see

and notice framed portraits of faces

some of which resemble him.

He starts apologizing for the mess

and then I have another idea which I mention to him:
that it would be fun to swap pictures,

he could have pictures of my family,

I could have some of his.

He apologizes for the mess once again.

He is expected shortly.

JOB TRAINING IN LISBON
for Dagur Sigurdarson

On account of his lack of adjectives, a certain bartender in Brasileira enrolled in a course in his
own language. After three weeks, when he returned to work, everything had changed; the elderly
woman who had sat at the same table for as long as living memory, reading a thick book, was
dead, and instead of the portraits on the walls there was a mirror so deep that the price of the
drinks had risen. The bartender was unable to find a single word to describe what he saw! For an
instant he felt that the course had been a waste of time and money, but with the help of his
colleagues he accepted that adjectives were no longer necessary; his training was over and he
would grow accustomed to the changes before he knew it.

TIME IN PERSON

If he is seen walking the city centre streets
with coarse steps, almost antiquated
or rustic
you can take it for true
that it is not a working day now
but the weekend. But this man
- what an appalling life he has lived -
has not come here to show you
how time goes by
he is time in person
and how terrible he looks.

Translated by Bernard Scudder



Claudio POZZANI
(Italy)

Seek in Yourself the Voice that You Can’t Hear
(Invocation for Voice, Thoracic Cage and Solitude)

Seek in yourself the voice that you can’t hear
Swallow the universe if you just don’t get it

Low houses with leaking, weeping

rooves of rain, of hailstones by now gone
Scent of the earth, and leaves, and puddles
and sinister landscapes of snow-white marble.

Seek in yourself the voice that you can’t hear.
Swallow the universe if you just don’t get it

Worms that lie beneath the muddy bed
rats that swim in streams of steel
Smoke of fog, speeding cars

that quickly graze on asphalt tagliatelle

Seek in yourself the voice that you can’t hear.
Swallow the universe if you just don’t get it

Chalky shadows take their tired steps
Shaking low their cone-shaped heads
Slanty ghosts printed on the wall
recall flights and Frisian horses

The darkness starts to reflect your mind
while everything turns bubbly and green

Genoa, Saudade and Spleen

Genoa enemy of umbrellas

the rain and the wind at angles

of an improbable Scalene triangle
Genoa meat-eating plant

with staircase jaws

hungry for mothers with their shopping
Genoa of the sea spores

We have salt mist

even in our hearts

We have steep hills to climb and descend
even in the streets of our dreams
Genoa samba of waves

with the sea held at bay

by the elbows of dams



or attracted by rocky magnets
Genoa with its kitchen clock pendulums
that strike the hours

of wide-wale corduroy

Genoa buzzing of flies

that flee fists on the tablecloth
with wine circles and tired crumbs
Genoa saudade & spleen...

I look at the tower

no one visits or knows

between one teardrop and another
on my salty windowpane.

I Don’t Know if the Sea

I don’t know if the sea
makes the waves

or just endures them

I don’t know

if 'm

the thinker

or the random thought

And in these days

of dazzling summer boredom
there is always a faraway cry
that echoes

from rock to rock

dying next to a crab

and my dorsal fins

detach themselves

ever more rarely

and slowly

from my salty towel.

From this perspective

beach umbrellas and bathers
are spears thrust

into the rocky walls around me
with poisonous tips

at their feet

and I still don’t know

who launched them at me

or why they missed the target.
I don’t know if the sea
makes the waves

or just endures them

or if feeling makes sense

or if five senses make a feeling
How many times

you made me

return disappointed



into my body

I returned heavy and awkward
like a truck with flat tires

and didn’t even feel

the door of my eyes

close behind me.

How many times for you

I would have danced for joy
with the flies

around the lampshade

like those mornings

I didn’t go to school

with the flu...

And now that dance

has stayed inside me

and is making everything shake
— the pen,

the pan of milk

the books I read

the books I write

What do you expect me to be thinking of
if not all those nights

I lost by day

and this sun

that doesn’t even know what night is
let alone one of those

really dark ones

spent in a hotel

lost in the mist and snow
trying to adjust my eyes

to make out your profile
without the help of your breath
or your scent

or the ticking of your watch.

I don’t know if the sea

makes the waves

or just endures them

and under the sun

with my eyes closed

I think of the dark.

How can you expect then

that I not think of you

when I’m alone in the house
and [ unscrew my head

and exchange it for the light bulb of the night light
and I take off my arms

to hang up my coat

and put my feet

where my ears were

to amuse the cat?

I’d so much like



to hear you meow

looking at me hungrily

and that it would be enough

to open my old refrigerator door

or the door to your womb.

By now the crabs are tired

of the corpses of faraway cries
piled up in front of

their dens on the slope.

They drag them away

daring the children armed with little nets and steel wire
able to stand for hours in the sun
and do without snacks and watermelon
just to flush out a hairy crab

run after it

spike it

and watch it die

while another faraway cry

echo of bouncing balls and laughter
finds no one left

to carry off its corpse

to the Cemetery of Summer Noises.
Beach umbrellas close

like jelly fish

while I sit myself down

to have my spine converse

with the horizon

I always hear it speak, my spine,
but I never see it

like you

and if there were no mirrors

I wouldn’t even know

how much you and my spine
resemble each other:

same expressions,

same desire to stay close to me, but in your own way
On the rocks people

have left their better parts

melon rinds

wastepaper

cigarette butts.

I don’t know if the sea

Makes the waves

Or just endures them:

Again today

I haven’t managed

either to count them

or to stop them.



I Am

I am the Apostle

left out from the Last Supper,
One of Garibaldi’s men

too late to the rock of Quarto
I am the Messiah

of a religion with no believers

I am the excluded, the outsider, the damned who won’t surrender.

I am the main character

who dies on the first page

The stray and mangy cat

no old lady wants to pet

I am the rabid beast

that bites the hand that feeds it

I am the excluded, the outsider, the damned in eternity

I am the unexpected wave
stealing towels and radios
The misunderstanding
making couples fight

I am the devil

dodging Luther’s inkpot
The reel of film that snaps
Before the final scene.

I am the excluded, the outsider, a hammer in the brain

I am the pinball that’s swallowed
one point shy of the record

The goal scored against myself
before the clock runs out

The kid making faces

at his mother’s slaps

I am the fear of the grass

about to be cut

I am the excluded the outsider, this page torn out...

Shadow March

Ropes are falling from the sky

and frozen chains dance round you
It’s a world of knots

to be unraveled in the dark
between a bolt of phosphorus

and one of cries



It’s a tangle of ropes

that defy the scissors” hands
A comb that gets caught

in an unthinking mane

Shadow... shadow
Another blink of the eye (and then it’s)

I look around myself and all I see is walls.

Even my mirror has become a wall.

On your breasts a skin of wall has grown

My heart, my senses

Reincarnated in walls

And prayers and curses keep on raining down
Evaporating as soon as they touch the sand.

And adverbs, adjectives and words without a sound
Slither away in a poisonous silence

Shadow... shadow
Another blink of the eye

Of the sun I see only its reflection

In iridescent puddles of rainwater

Of the moon I perceive its presence in the dark
In the faraway barking of chained dogs.

My peace is not the lack of war

My peace is the absence of the concept of war.

Shadow... shadow
Another blink of the eye and then it’s...

I dance

I dance the dance of brilliant ideas

hoping that you will tell me something new
I dance the dance of the losers and the lost
knowing that my steps will be in vain

I dance the dance of the happy naive
thinking that my sweat will help somebody
I dance the dance of the profiteers

and [ will dance until you'll pay me

And I dance I dance I dance
to overcome my arrogance
I dance I dance I dance
the why has no importance

I dance the dance of the damned
because the spleen reaches my thorax
I dance the dance of the presumptuous



Because you too are one of them if you think you're in my league
I dance the dance of the undesired

I’ve trained myself a lot in front of closed doors

I dance the dance of the intollerants

Can you move over a little, please?

And I dance I dance I dance
until I’1l remain standing

I dance I dance I dance

because it’s you who are asking

Translated by Suzanne Branciforte

Rein RAUD
(Estonia)

THE SHORE

The stones remember: long enough

their eyes have been trodden shut, long enough
they have been conjured into silence, dripping
tar onto their hearts

just a few steps away from the water

from the sides of the boat

upside down, long enough

forbidden to speak. Words

they have never had, just the water,

rippling — blue still — in the quiet bay,
smoothing out the their crinkled sides, layer
by layer ripping naked

the heart subsided in centuries,

where in annual rings has been written down
the coming and going of the earth.

This will remain.

This cannot be taken.

Everything else is about to disappear —

in the minds of those who speak with words the glimmering sound of the water is
just a fragile echo, a moment beside others,
others, that desire in the clatter

only to forget

the troublesome names — the colours — single splinters
of the mirror fallen into shards long ago,
hidden from our gaze

in the wingfeathers of dead seagulls,

in the babble of oily eyes

spitting accusations back to us,

so that we would carry them with us

when we go

from here, our homes, back there, to our homes,



where we sleep now.

*

one can reach the sea only by passing

along the village lane on both sides of which dogs

bark thoroughbred slippery-haired disgusting mongrels
pour me over with the whole lot of their limited vocabulary
the dim gaze of a paid soldier in their eyes ready

on each moment to sink their well-trained fangs

into my thighs to share my meat among themselves leaving
only my barelicked bones on the crossroads

as a warning look what will happen if you don’t

obey our glittering order if you

ask for too simple things

faithful guardians of blunt rhythms in

their quadrangular worlds with well-mown lawns

tell me man tell me who is your

best friend and i will tell you who you

i will tell you who did not invent the steam machine

not to speak of the internal combustion engine

who did not travel through the Kalahari desert

who did not fly alone over La Manche not to speak

of the Atlantic i will tell you who

feigned looking out of the window and was even really looking
although perhaps instead one should have

one can reach the sea only by passing

and so all the time

k

always when i draw my bow

each of the arrows not yet pulled out of my quiver

has already hit each and every one of its possible targets

the throat of a jumping deer

the stifling moss in the woods

the apple that has not yet fallen on the head of the scholar under the tree
always when i knock on the gate

each of the mounts in the stable has already galloped over the horizon
carrying someone on its back who might have showed me the way

a withered rose in the vase and sour-going milk

in a mug with a broken ear

i am thinking of a name for my unborn son

whose beard is going gray

and who in the mornings shakes me out of my sleep

father dear father it is already evening it is already time

the swans have flown away to the south

and the porridge is almost cold

it is pointless to try only by shouting to stop

the train that glides downhill



even if the mouth of the tunnel is no bigger than the eye of a needle
it is pointless to try to buy for poppy seeds

the silence of the clock cuckoo

but it is even more pointless

to try to reel the thread backwards in order to reach again

the front door of the labyrinth

for it is always an entrance never an exit

PSYCHOMACHIA

a bloody angel still watches over me

tired of battles worn out by winds

bright red trenches flowing on the snowwhite robe

but the one and only spark in his eyes when he

hits with the clap of the whip the fingers

of the somewhat corpulent gentleman who helps himself to more cake
when the sharp glow of his soaked sword

strikes blind the eyes

of the slightly nosy young man wearing spectacles

who self-confidently tells his friends about the sea

when he stops with his bright wand

the boy with thombed stockings

who in the frenzy of the dance has forgotten he is not alone on the floor
when he in a cruel desire for perfection

steps on the head of the swinger on the roof ridge

who is ready to jump into flight unaware

of whether he has wings enough

or when he stops the tip of his lance

on the adam’s apple of the vagabond who has from his endless travels
for a moment wandered into the sanctuary on the crossroads

and waits for his mug to be refilled

and when i see this

i slowly stand up

in order to go back to whence i came

fingers in blisters eyes blind way shut

a heavy hat on my head and an aching spot in my throat

tired of battles worn out by winds

bright red trenches flowing on my robe

the colour of which has long ago escaped my mind

k

oh that the pale abacus of

my days cannot contain

the angelic-soulless arithmetic of inevitability

nor can the bassoon turned irrevocably

inside out in everyday grumbling

shout for the tension of luring unreachable heights
on every street the light

is ambushed by a burned-out bulb



and together with the cloud the wind disperses

all the nonexistent animals

covers the whole sky with a tin lid

that down there one could cook a glue-tasting gruel

from which alive escape

only those who have here no room and no chair

this is one of those afternoons when

as a slowly maturing disease

germinates the understanding of emptiness behind masks

a painful realisation a door opening into ice

which once it has shut behind your back will not

allow to clothe naked names with

lifestories swimming toward glimmering shores

secrets that whisper themselves from mouth to mouth in hot darkness
nor the nobility of unrepeatable days

nevertheless standing barefoot on the cold threshold

i look back and i know that

borrowing the eyes of someone climbing to the scaffold

for years no maybe even for decades yet i must live

with the knowledge that only this one moment for me remains

Ilpo THIHONEN
(Finland)

DIRTY ANGEL

The angel of night

is loitering on the stair

waiting in the rear

and, pack on back, with her dirty nail
digging in her pretty ear

and she’s come with a consignment

of eternal hot water and beds

supplies of teeth and legs

and strong nerves for nervous people
who’ve lost their heads

and this is the way this Christmas Eve
at eleven fifty-seven —
dustbin lids go off with loud reports
and a hundred drunks are rising
with no passports
straight into heaven

IN THE NUDE

A hundred women

in the light of a hundred sauna ovens
are washing their tots



with pinkish hands.

In trenches of trodden snow

a hundred little boys

beyond the railings

are pecking at the lighted changing room
and wondering

Will they get an eyeful

of Miss Darling’s tits tonight?

And under the centuries of starry lights
flickering on over this snow landscape
the men are home

and the stove is toasting them.

The dog’s dogging

an icy phantom of sleep with his tail.
Frostbeads are tinkling in the trees,

so sweetly,

it’s as if this hand of snow

were sustaining

some voucher of a future.

DREAD AND HAPPINESS

In the evening

when five hundred thousand Finnish teddy bears
have been tucked in

and half million Little Red Riding Hoods
have been stowed

in the

last

drop

of wolf’s

blood

the red tongues settle
between four million white
baby teeth

and the late rites of the meteorites

the whizzings between cot rails

and the zizz of the last circular saw
strike

the bed’s veneered head

and the frosty winter night

rests unstirred

velvet, chitin

a darkbacked milliardspotted ladybird

and behind those tiny closed eyes
the bogeyman’s already off to byebyes.



NOVA
A comet in the dark
is swinging its tail,
the light’s long tongue
along the table

is tracing a trail.

Somewhere a star
is born,
and in seconds the ice splits.
In my heart
another star
bursts into bits.

In a momentary watermirror
for all eternity
we did everything
we were shown here.
Clouds rolled,
there were rains,
and relativity struck all relations.

Throw to the winds
your ash-grey socks:
summer always
crosses the rocks

in its own good time.
I knew too well

I wasn’t the one,
and you knew too

that there are none.
I knew too well

I wasn’t the one,
but I did take in

you can always begin.

Translated by Herbert Lomas

J.C.TODD
(USA)

J. C. Todd is the author of two collections of poetry, Nightshade and Entering Pisces. Her poetry,
translations and essays have appeared in anthologies and literary journals in the United States and her
poetry has been translated into Lithuanian. Her work can be found online at Verse Daily, The Drunken
Boat, The Cortland Review (issue 9) and The Bucks County Review. She edited a feature on
contemporary Lithuanian poetry published online in The Drunken Boat, where she is a contributing
editor. A feature on Latvian poetry will be published in December. She has received awards for poetry,
including scholarships to the Baltic Centre for Writers and Translators, the Kunstlerhaus at Schloss
Wiepersdorf and the Virginia Center for the Creative Arts, a fellowship from the Pennsylvania Council



on the Arts and two Leeway Awards. She is on the faculty of the Writing for College program at Bryn
Mawr College in the United States.

The Girl

Hunger-gnawed, and raw
from grubbing for bugs

in deadfall or moldy seed

the soldiers overlooked,

her fingers reached for a fleck
of gold tarnished in the thatch
of frost-matted field.

What depth of emptydrew

her? The empty she knew

from the grain basket’s maw,
from the ricey dust that powdered
its weave, the paste it made

on her tongue when a sliver

of ice thawed into spit.

The empty of Won 't eat,

that vow she made on each

new moon when she’d wake

to her mother’s sob and the bitten
knuckle that silenced it.

Her No to her mother’s failure

to produce a crop whose yield

outlasted war and winter, as if

a daughter’sself-denial

could reverse their curses

or replenish a larder,

the god-barter a mother wagered
to eke a family through.

For six months she had fed on

bitter refusal. She knew

the buttery glint within

her reach wasn’t low-hung
sun’s all-knowingwink

but the yellow-eyed squint

of a narcissus marking its food
hoard underground,

bud of a terrain below
her mother’s cultivations.



The Commander

I learned to long for the damages

of morning, ruptured buildings, scorched
and cratered fields, for a brigade

of four-limbed men up and out of

the trenches, dazed and grimy,

horrified awake and hungry

for schnapps, bread, a skirt before sleep.

Without a mother, she was no one’s daughter,
just another pretty to pass around,

the first thing my men caught sight of

that might leach from their flesh

the char and stench of bombardment,
saltpeter burn-off and under it

the regrettable sweet of early rot.

There are ways to enter one

so wounded—a gypsy’s salve

to knit what forcing ripped

and struggle ripped again,

a poultice for the swollen mouth,
later, one to heal the itch.

A few weeks under lock and key

in my quarters eased her down.
Thin soups, tinned biscuits, the grub
an army eats, a feast to her.

Lisle stockings, a foolish trinket
stripped from a corpse, gifts

an officer can command.

When she lifts her eyes to me,

I pat her cheek, open her mouth.

I drop a chocolate in as if

to implant in her a girlhood

such as I gave my daughter Ruta,
darling songbird of the parlor
where on my sweet accompaniment
she rose beyond the reach of war.

What’s Left
November, 2003
False dawn: the witching hour was long

gone; the copper rooster at the peak
of the kirche whined as crosswinds spun it



on a metal pole. There were no cocks
to crow, not even once, only gruel-

fattened ducks penned next to the knipe
and a swan turned aggressive when

its mate was dragged off by a dog.

So much gone missing, we don’t know
how. When translations of Olga T’s

roman were published, she received

a letter from Toronto, “I think I am

your cousin.” The writer had no memory
of post-war Poland; her name was one

of many Olga had invented or cribbed

from roles of DP camps. That’s all
that’s left—a gap where half-told tales
might become a lineage. “Baptisms,
marriages, deaths, all burned in the
bombings,” Olga said over rottwein,

lighting a Gauloise from the stub

of a Gauloise, wrapped in a night’s worth
of smoke. In Riga, in the Museum

of the Occupation, inside a clear laminate
cage: a labor camp’s rough-sawn bunk;

root twigs broken from an unknown tree
braided into a box that holds nothing
discernable under its lid. Oils from

the hands that wove it stained the roots,
but DNA analysis did not reveal

a maker who may have—who knows?
—entered the exhibit and spotted the box
whose weaving had kept him together
enough to stay alive, enough to say

he knows this box, here, is his.

In late summer the sea comes to the city

It isn’t yourself you see at the end
Of August. You are a reflection in

A gutter’s standing water, and the flat-you,
Swept up in traffic, an image, looking back.

The rush of drive time like the rush of surf
Just another noise fastened to the brain.



The faster the speed—ambulance, squad
Car—, the more headway into a boredom

Repetitious as sun that blunts and stuns
Until all seagulls look the same. Generics.

The oddness of it, being hollowed by
Not being able to notice detail.

Imagine—what is it like to be left
With a solitary thought, uprooted,

Embodiment unmoored, pulled out from
Beneath you by unfathomed undertow?

Every last cell lost. In this way
You learn distance from your memory.

Fishing the Nemunas, Late Autumn
for Sigitas Geda

Old pike of the Nemunas
In your belly
Nut and bolt

Of the built world
Seed and bulb
Of the wild

Sword snout
Mouth of tongue
And teeth tearing

Rising
Cannot dispel
Sorrow

Blue sky, blue
River, blue flower
Each bottoms out

In the other
And isn’t blue
A depth so chill

No Pluto
Would chose it
Isn’t that our hue



Old pike
Cold fire
Of our scales
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